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ADVERTISEMENT. 


N of the Collowing Poems appeared 
formerly in Mr, Boddely's s Bath Jour- 
nals, under the ſignature of Sylvia, and are 
1 | here reprinted. | | 
The reſt are now for the firſt time offered 
to the public; if they ſhall be found uſeful 
to thoſe who will give them the peruſal, and 
prove of benefit to the charities, Mrs, Clark's 
| Wutmoſt wiſh will be gratified. 
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Wu; youthful bards, with keen, LINE ſtriſe, 
Exhauſt their vigour in the noon of lite, 


You, timely wiſe, -reſerve your ſweeteſt lay 
To grace the golden evening of your day: 
Thus Philomel, while other birds employ, 
In wild diſorder, every note of joy, 

Waits for the filent pauſe of eve to try. 
Her liquid airs that charm the liſtening ſky. 


What words, enchanting Sylvia { can diſplay 

The various virtues of your flowing lay, 

That, fraught with goodneſs, ſenſe, and wit, conveys 

A thouſand bleſſings in a thouſand ways ? 

For, O] your lay, in guſhing ſtreams, ſupplies 

Mirth to the gay, and wiſdom to the wiſez * 
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Feet to the lame, and eye-fight to the — — 
Strength to the weak, inſtruction to the young, 
And Tymes of pv to the infant tongue. 
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[2] 
Health to the body, virtue to the mind, 


And, 10! a al the vale of tears, 
A ſmiling troop of boys and girls appears; 
The maim'd, the halt, the dim, a length ning train, 
And all that felt the torturing pangs of pain; 
Theſe, kneeling round, their grateful voices raiſe 
To ſwell the glorious pæan of your praiſe ; 
* Dear, honour'd name !. whoſe gracious muſe r 11 
The balm of Gilead io our fickening hearts, 1 be 
„ And, with fair ſkill, extends a beauteous bow 
* Of radiant colours o'er the clouds of woe; 
„Dear, honour'd name! your bounty bade us live; 
Accept our thanks tis all we have to give. * 7 7 
4 Behold the tears of joy, the rapturous breaſt; 
% And mercy's FATHER will ſupply the reſts * 
For when, at length, your joyous ſpirit flies | a? 
From earth's cbld bed to carol in the tles, 
* The Prince of Peace, deſcending from above, 550 
* Will lead you, ſainted, to the feats of love, me ; 
Where cherubs glow, and ſerapls ſweetly ſing 
* Around che Nu of heaven $ eternal KING. 
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On nth Beauties of the Creation, 


9 A8 o'er che bright enamel d meads I rove, 

1 1 Or gently wander through the warbling grove, 
1 Or penſive ſtraying by the winding ſtream, 

f Trace mimic worlds deep in the wat'ry gleam, 

=X Or the vaſt pompous arch of heay'n ſurvey, 

And view the blazing majeſty of day, 

Think on thoſe num'rous worlds o'er worlds that roll, 
Self-pois'd in air, and ſhine from pole to pole, 
Adorn the ſplendid canopy above, 

I'm loſt in wonder, gratitude, and love: 
Not the leaſt trifle which my eye ſurveys, 
But tells its wile, its great Creator's praiſe, 


* 4 * 


See there the ſtately wood in verdant pride, 
Rears its vaſt head, and ſpreads its banners wide, 
Aloft it nods o'er th' inferior ſhade, 

And caſts a pleaſing gloom along the glade, 
B 


x; on 


White at its foot an humble current glides, 
And hills from hills, and groves from groves divides 3 : 
Then down the flow'ry, fertile vale deſcends, 

By nature led, and in old ocean ends. 

While ev'ry meaner ſhrub, plant, fruit, and flow'r, 
Conſpire to tell th Almighty former's power; 

All, all aloud proclaim in different ways, 

Their great, all pow'rfu}, wiſe Creator's praiſe, 


In nature's paths with what delight I ſtray ! 
New riſing profpetts gladden all the way. 
To feaſt the ſoul what various charms conſpire? 
The more I gaze, the more I ſtill admire. 
From human clay down to the teeming clod, 
Thro' ev'ry link I trace th' inſpiring God. 
See what a vaſt profuſion nature pours, 
What inexhauſtible, what laviſh ſtores, 
A thouſand bounties meet my. raviſh'd fight ; | 
Some form'd to ſerve mankind, and ſome delight; 
While each in artlefs eloquence diſplays 
Its great, its hounteous, Lind Creator's praiſe. 


Thoughts crowd on thoughts as round I turn my eyes, 
In ſwift ſucceſſion gay ideas rife, 
Ye thankleſs murm'rers, caſt your eyes . 
Ceaſe to repine, and let glad praiſe reſound. 

Heav'n's laviſh gifts with grateful ſoul 1 ſee, p 
And cry with bounding heart 'tis all for me; 
For while my nature is ſupply'd I've all, 

As if the miſtreſs of this pond'rous ball; 


e 


While 
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8 
While peace, and calm content reign in my breaſt, 
Not eaſtern princes can be half ſo bleſt. 


O may my heart, and tongue, through all my days, 
Ne'er ceaſe to ſing my great Creator's praiſe, 


O how is ev'ry ſenſe delighted here! 
How charm'd the ſmell, the taſte, the eye, the ear ! 
Yet how theſe different objects ſtrike each ſenſe, 
He only knows, who does theſe gifts diſpenſe; _ 
Thought cannot trace the wiſe, the wond' rous plan, 
Nor finite wit eternal wiſdom ſcan. 
The painted ſongſters I with rapture ſee, 
As tho' they ſwell'd their throats to pleaſure me; 
No jarring diſcord in thoſe artleſs ſounds, 
With harmony the tuneful grove reſounds ; 
A thouſand voices join, in nature's lays, ' 
To ſing their great, their wiſe Creator's praiſe. 


Here plants, fruits, flow'rs, and there the golden grain, 
Conſpire to crown the varied ſmiling plain, 
Of different texture, taſte, ſcent, form and hue, 
Yet all from the ſame common parent grew ; 
The vaſt variety of ev'ry kind 
Has ſome peculiar property aſſign'd. 

O thou Almighty! whoſe creating call 
From nothing rais'd this beauteous rolling ball, 
Whoſe wond'rous wiſdom plan'd this wond'rous frame, _ 
Let mein worlds ſtill fairer chant thy name; 

There to eternity my voice I'll raiſe, 
To ling my great, my kind Creator's praiſe. 
| B 2 SYLVIA. 


On CONTENT. 


I. 


WIr you each earthly bliſs enjoy, 
Which bounteous heav'n does give, 
And pleaſures, which can never cloy, 
They in Content all live. 


II. 

Wou'd you have eaſe, have peace, and reſt, 

O bedient to your call; 83 

Or be with wealth, or honours bleſs'd, 
Content ſupplies them all. 


III. 


Wou' d you be cur'd of ev'ry woe, 
Of fear, of pain, and grief, 
Of pining ſorrow, anxious care, 
Content will give relief. 
; | IV. 
Her choiceſt gifts ſhou'd nature ſhow'r, 
In bleſſings on your head; 


You'll never know a happy hour, 
If rich Content be fled. 


3 1 
| V. 
To gain the prize we need a guide, 
But few the way can tell; 


F or with ambition, paſſion, pride, 
Content will never dwell. 


VI. 
By reaſon paſſion's pow'r controul, 
Ne'er let it bear the ſway : 
For ſhou'd it in your boſom rule, 
*Twill fright Content away. 


VII. 


With care the latent ſeeds eraſe 
Of vice, which lurks within, 
And ſow fair virtue in its place, 
Content can t grow with fin. 
i VII. 

Cheriſh with care the gentle gueſt, 
Ne er let her quit your heart, 
Harbour no crime within your breaſt, 

Leſt ſoft Content depart. 


a 


| ALL nature I challenge, the world I defy, 
| To ſhew a more whimſical creature than I; 
. Like to like, ſays the proyerb, then think it not ſtrange, 
If admir'd by thoſe who are given to change; 
With the ladies good graces 1 always am bleſs d, 
With the beaus in high favour I ſtand too confeſt, 
"Tis true, in the world there are many ne er mind me, 
But on a fine lady you'll conſtantly find me, | 
I of thouſands employ both the time and the care. 
At once various ſhapes, Ia thouſand can wear, 
I'm continually dying, yet to pleaſure the eyes, 
Phœnix like from my duſt a new offspring does rife: 
No ſelf-intereſt I follow, but generous and free, 
And the king ne'er a ſubje& has better than me; 
In odd whims, and fancies much pleaſure I take, 
And my followers often ridiculous make; 
Yet blind to my follies, ſo ardent their loye, 
Whate er I command they will always approye; 
Jon the gay courtier may always be found, 
Like a ſlave he ſtill follows my whimſical round: 
In all nations I live whether wealthy or poor, 
The gay world I ſhall govern, till time is no more; 
In courts often born there I flouriſh and thrive, : 
Till my children unnatural thence do me drive, 
I by gradual ſteps to the country deſcend, 
| 'T ill arriv'd at the cottage, and there meet my end: 


4 CY 
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But my offspring at e fare no betier than I, 
Soon out of doors turn d, after me they all fly: 
To the park, and the play, on the fair I attend, 
For fondly they fancy their charms I befriend ; 
But they're often miſtaken for under the — 4 
I their beauties oft hide, their defects I diſcloſe.” 
It's ſtrange nature to tell, wow'd employ a whole day, 
And require more time than Il now throw away. 
But enough I have told for each riddling wit, 
And he's but a dunce, who the mark cannot hit. 


On W INTE R 
Een joyous ſeaſon's paſt and fled, : - -- 
With all their varied charms, 
Their wither'd beauties now lie dead, 
In winter's frozen arins, 
L Declining Phœbus feeble ray, 77 
3 His faint and ſickly beams, | + 


Scarce cheer the ſhort and darkſome day, 
"Ons: kind bee e 


5 II. 
Tbe fable clouds his abſence mourn, 
In ſwift deſcending floods ; 
The rude north-eaſt howls o'er the | Hong 
And roars thro' naked woods, 
B 4 
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IV. | 
The is world that grac'd each ſ pray, 
Forſake the leafleſs groves; | 
No more they tune the vacal lay, 
| Nor chant their artleſs loves, 
| V. 
Faſt lock d the fetter d rills remain ; 
No verdure chears the eyes; 
But bound in Winter's icy chain 
All nature captive lies. 


| VI. 
The ſtately elm no more is gay, 
The honours of its bead 


Are ſunk in ruin and decay, 
All wither d, e 


1 
Soon ſhall new charms adorn thee o er, 
Not ſo ſhall youth take wing. 


When I decay, I bloom no more 
Nor feel returning ſpring. 

A ſnowy ſhrowd now wraps thy limbs, 
Juſt ſo ſhall I be dreſt, 


When death; from life's deluſive dream, 
Shall wake my ſoul to reſt. Eng 
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Looking on a beautiful Picture. 


And fill my ſoul with pleaſure and ſurprize? 

What blooming ſweetneſs ſmiles upon that face? 

How mild, yet how majeſtic ev'ry grace! 

In thoſe bright eyes what more than mimic fire 

Benignly ſhines, and kindles gay deſire? 

Yet chaſten'd modeſty, fair white-rob'd dame, 

Triumphant ſits to check the riſing flame. 

Sure nature made thee her peculiar care, 

Was ever form ſo exquiſitely fair? 

Ves, once there was a form thus heav'nly bright, 

But now tis veil'd in everlaſting night ; 

Each glory which that lovely face could boaſt, 

And ev'ry charm, in traceleſs duſt is loſt; - 

An unreguarded heap of ruins lies 

That form which lately drew ten thouſand eyes. 

What once was courted, lov'd, ador'd, and prais'd, 

Now mingles with the duſt 8055 whence ' twas rais'd. 
No more ſoft dimpling ſmiles thoſe chili b 

Whoſe rofy tincture ſham'd the riſing morn; 

No more with ſparkling radiance ſhine thoſe 222 

war over thoſe the fable arches rife; 


W947 dazzling beauties ſtrike my raviſh'd eyes, 
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Nor from thoſe ruby lips ſoft accents flow, 

Nor lillies on the ſnowy forehead blow ; 

All, all are cropt by death's impartial hand, 

Charms could not bribe, nor beauty's pow'r withſtand ; 
Not all that crowd of wond'rous charms could ſave 
The fair poſſeſſor from the dreary grave. 


How frail is beauty, tranſient, falſe, and yain! 
It flies with morn, and ne'er returns again. 
Death, cruel ravager, delights to prey 

Upon the young, the lovely, and the gay. 

If death appear not, oft corroding pain, 

With pining ſickneſs in her languid train, 0 the | 
Blights youth's gay ſpring with ſome untimely blaſt, 5 
And lays the blooming field of beauty waſte; 

But ſhould theſe ſpare, ſtill time creeps on apace, 
And plucks with wither'd hand each winning grace; 
The eyes, lips, cheeks, and boſom he arms, 

No art from him can ſhield exterior charms, 


But would you, bir ones be eſteem d. approvd, 
And with an everlaſting ardour lovd. | 
Would you in wrinkled age admirers find, 

In ev'ry female virtue dreſs the mind; 

Adorn the heart, and teach the ſoul to charm, 

And when the eyes no more the breaſt can warm, 

"Theſe ever-blooming beauties ſhall inſpire - 5 

Each gen rous heart with friend{hip's ſacred fire. 

Theſe charms ſhall neither wither, fade, or fly, 
_ ſickneſs, time, and death they dare defy. 
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When the pale tyrant's hand ſhall ſeal your doom, 
And lock your aſhes in the ſilent tomb, 


Theſe beauties ſhall in double luſtre riſe, 
Shine round the ſoul, and waft it to the ſkies, 


From A. Z. 


AIL tuneful nymph; if you that natne can boaſt; 
*. = But fame ayers the maid in breeches loſt, 
Says tis ſome modeſt ſwain in petticoats; 
It cannot be - too ſoft the warbling notes: 
ls it ſome female muſe? write on, fair maid, 
And ſafe conduct us to thy ſylvan ſhade: 
But if ſome tim'rons bard in female lays 
Does thus diſguis'd our admiration raiſe, 
Let him at leaſt ſome proper name affume, 
And not with borrow'd feathers ſpread his plume, 


Anſwer, 
EN his immortal lyre old Homer ſtrung. a 
Long ere ſweet Virgil tun'd his filver tongue. 
O'er ev'ry realm fair white-rob'd truth had fled, 2 
And thro' the world this friendly caution ſpread, 
That common fame was ſtill a common liar, 


That falſhood does the tatler's tongue inſpire; 
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And though ſhe may ſometimes by perfect chance, 
Mix'd with her lies a real truth advance, 
Yet from her loud repeating trumpet riſe, 
For every honeſt truth a hundred lies; 
So here ſhe to her character is true; 

(And that's a quality found but in few.) 


IIL- judging fame, to father on a ſwain 
The ſimple offspring of a female brain ; 
Unlearn'd in poet's rules, untaught by art ; 
Her ſtrains plain nature, riſing from the heart. 
A rural maid, in homely cot immur'd; 


And as from fame's, from envy's tongue ſecur d; 


For though the goddeſs is all eye, all ear, 
Sylvia ſhe ne'er did ſee, nor of her hear; 

She reſts in calm retreat, nor ſhew, nor noiſe, 
Diſturb her peace, or ſwell her humble Joys ; 
Smooth glides away the rapid ſtream of life, 
And rarely ſtain'd with trouble, pain or ſtrife, 


Here too you find ſalubrious, healing ſprings, 
Whence riſes chearful health on downy wings; 
Health ever charming, ever ſprightly gueſt, 

O may I always with thy ſmiles be bleſt: 
If thou art flown, how taſteleſs ev'ry joy; | 
Thy abſence can each earthly bliſs deſtroy ; 
How bleſt by providence theſe happy plains, 
Where nature yields an eaſy cure for pains, 
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But this perhaps won't ſatisfaction give; 
What muſt I tell my name, and where I live? 
It cannot be, you muſt my pen excuſe: 
For mine's an humble, fearful, trembling muſe, 
Who cloſely veils herſelf from public ſight; . 
Would with confuſion ſink expos'd to light; 
Behind a borrow'd name herſelf does ſcreen, 
Nor in the cot ſhe dwells, unmaſk'd is ſeen. 


She never ſlept upon Parnaſſus' hill: 
Nor ever dip'd in Helicon her quill ; 
She never ſip'd of the Caſtalian ſpring, 
Nor ever ſoar'd on Pegaſzn wing; 
Nor ever pluck'd one ſprig of ſacred bays, 
Nor vainly hop'd its ſhade would crown her lays : 
But ſometimes ſports a vacant hour away, | 
On Avon's flow'ry banks in harmleſs play. 


Then fame forbear, nor more a ſwain aſperſe; 
None will believe thy tongue, who read the verſe; 
All will reply, thoſe lines muſt brighter ſhine, 
Where manly wiſdom, judgment, learning join. 
Say are you yet convinc'd how falſe is fame? 

If not, next time, I'll try to tell my name. 
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T length reſolv d- truth dares her face diſplay, 


While fame detected meanly flies away; 
Conteſting long, the jilt fallacious ſtay d, 
Pleas d ſhe could rival the poetic maid; 
No wonder ſince neglected ſo by you, 
The dame diſguſted robs you of your due, 
And to ſome grateful ſwain for ſhelter flies, 
Who'll not, perhaps, her glaring charms deſpiſe. 


But why muſt truth, that radiant goddeſs wear, 
A mortal garb, thus to diſguiſe the fair? 
Permit her in her own celeſtial rays, 
Her charms to dart, while we enraptur'd gaze; 
She will, unclouded with deluſive art, 
To generous lays a lovely grace impart, 
What ſhould you fear ? a favourite of the nine, 
Art droops her head, where native beauties ſhine ; 
Tho? diamonds poliſh'd greater luſtre ſhow, 
Unpoliſh'd—we their worth intrinſic knoy : 
Laid out by art a garden we admire ; 
But nature's charms unbounded bliſs inſpire, 
Her laviſh beauties wing the raptur'd ſoul, 
While arts admir'd her ſoaring thoughts controul, 
Where both are blended by a ſkilful hand, 
Tis own'd they muſt our higheſt praiſe demand; 


To 
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To this diſtinguiſh'd genius few arrive, 

Yet ſhall unheeded beauteous nature live: 
Ungrateful to the bounteous donor thus, 

Her charms you'd veil-unjuſtly emulous ; 

No blemiſh can from want of learning ſpring, 
Since for your ſex tis deem'd a dangerous thing; 
And though your wiſe Creator fix'd your lot, 

In ſome unnoted, though gay, healthful cot, 

Yet genuine merit thence has oft been ſeen, 
Rewarded too by Britain's glorious queen. 3 
Then why, too tim'rous fair, wou'd you remain 
Unknown upon your charming verdant plain ? 
Though to Parnaſſus hill you never ſoar'd, 

Nor ſprings Caſtalian by your fate explor'd, 
More favour d ſtill—the muſes deign to dwell 
Your tuneful gueſts, within your humble cell ; 
Thus honour'd—kindly name your bright abode, 
And teach your wondering ſex the bliſsful road. 
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. adviſer, who with friendly part, 

Would baniſh fear from the too tim'rous heart, 
Who with ſuch laviſh, undeſerved praiſe, | 
Would guide my trembling hand to own my lays, 
With the ſame partial friendſhip here receive 
Such thanks as untaught nature's muſe can give; * 
* 
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In brighter numbers ſhe thoſe thanks would ſend, 
Could ſhe, like you, nice art with nature blend, 
How ſweetly have you -join'd the lovely pair, 
While both alike your equal favours ſhare, 

And ſtill inftrufted by the tuneful nine, 

Make both in one harmonious ſphere to ſhine; 
Through ev'ry line how bright, how ſmooth they glide 
With eaſe united, and with {kill allied. 

As I the ſweet, melodious numbers trace 

I learn plain nature's lays with art to grace, 
And while the friendly verſe I grateful view, 
Am both encouraged, and inſtrufted too, 


Yet ſtill th' encomiums, which you kindly give, 
My humble muſe is fearful to receive; 
She aſks no fame, no dangerous praiſe purſues ; 
In that vain chace we oft' all merit loſe. 
The trump, of fame, the breath of praiſe may ſwell 
That monſter pride, ev'n in a rural cell; 
That bubble vanity they often blow, 
And rob us of the merit they beſtow. 
Could ſhe but learn the ſoft attractive art 
To pleaſe, inſtru, improve, or mend the heart, 
Tis all ſhe aſks, her wiſhes ſoar no higher, 
For that alone ſhe tunes her humble lyre, 
For that alone ſhe bears the public view; 
No other merit to her lays is due. 


Yet think not Sylvia has a ſoul ſo low, 
As to imagine wealth can worth beſtow; 


Ty 
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Or that low bin Id ever luſh own; 


Altho' my lot low as the duſt was thrown; 

All riſe from duſt, and all to duſt return, 

As foul the prince's, as the peaſant's ur. 

O then of birth ee er ebene e 
Since all diſtinction ſhall in duſt be loſt {ire +1 


Had I to St eb foie Wan + I 
To own that poverty I'd never ſcorn, . 22110 10081 
Though my Creator's wiſdom: had decredd | 
That toils, and labour muſt life's cravings feed; 
With his high will contented would I reſt, 
Convinc'd that what he wills is always beſt. _ 
Though imperceptible to human eyes, 
The ways of providence are juſt, and wiſe ; 
And tho' ſhort-ſighted mortals cannot trace 
The fair myſterious plan, the beauteous maze, | 
Shall earth-born pride blame his ne'er-erring — ei 
Becauſe they can't his wiſdom underſtand ?_ - 2 
No, ſtill with humble rev'rence let me oon 


His ways are een, mou to me- —— 


Thus had ny lot by li, igh hand been o 
In mean obſcurity, content I'd reſt : rx 
But bougteous bam i6:me has kingderibeen; 
And though it plac'd me in a rural ſcene, 
Has given ſufficient, nature to ſuſtain, - ' | 
And void of care I rove the fertile plain; 1:2 
Without life's toils, its wants I find fupplyd, | 240 1 
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By providence plac'd in a niiditle ſtate, 
Nor poverty, nor riches as my fate. bf 


Yet ſtill my real name, and where I dwell, 
My coward heart forbrds my pen to tell: 
But fear conceals me, not a vicious Thame z | 
Without a bluſh as ſoon I'd own my name, 
As if adorn'd by ainles, wealth, or fame: 
Conſcious demerit makes me thun the light, 
And veil my real name from public fight. 
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Wc long prologue I mean to begin, 

5 Nor wear out your patience like ſome of my king 

Tho' L with the charſeſt of diet am fed, 
Yet I have relations 'kwgh-born and high-bredz . 

And many gay'courtiers are couſims of mine, 

Whoſe inſides, or outſides conſpicuouſly ſhine ; | 

But ſhould I claim kindred, Lord! how they would ſwell, 
How flout me, and jeer me, and fink me to hell ! 

Yet poets declare, if you'll believe what they ſing, 

What graces my head, once grac d that of a king. 


When the tide of the fluids too rapid is found, 
And the blood thro” its channels too twiſtly flies nne 
I often am ſent for o ſtup their career, 
And when I am call d, danger ſumetimes is near 
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Tho' I am no hero, I own without ſhame, Mi; 7 
Some ſay in wild war I once won mighty fame, 
Where my terrible voice in the terrible fray, 

In a trembling panic drove giants away. 
Tho' laught at, and ſcoff d, and derided in mirth, 
More virtue bas grac d me, than lives upon earth; 
By this time my name if you cannot divine. 
You deſerve not a much better title than mine. 
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Reflections on the Apes and Vanity of * 
"_ Pleaſures. 


HAT art thou, flatt'ring world? what are the joys, | 
Thou can't beſtow, but brittle, painted toys, 

Gay, gaudy, brilliant bubbles, falſe as fair, 

Which, when we'd grafp, diſſolve in empty air ? 

Thy brighteſt gifts are fickle, frail, and vain, 

Ideal pleaſures mix'd with real pain : ' 

To-day how little happineſs we know ! 

Yet hope to-morrow will true joys beſtow ; 

But when to-morrow ſhall be call'd to-day, 

Joyleſs like . itwill paſs away. 


| When paſſion ders and calm reflection reigns, 
We own, this world and life are full of pains; 
We ſee our error, yet we ſtill purſue 
Thoſe joys, ourſelves confeſs to be untrue. 
C 2 O 
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o how can ſuch deluſions cheat our fight! = 
How caſt a cloud oer reaſon's radient light 


While in life's bloom, the imagination gay, 7 
*Ere pain or grief has ſpread with thorns our way, l 
We think the world does boundleſs joys contain, 
Bright pleaſure all devoid of care, or pain; 

A thouſand future pleaſing proſpetts riſe, 
And flatt'ring hope aſſures the darling prize; 
Then as our different inclinations he, 

To gain the treaſure different paths we try. 


Some ſeek for happineſs in heaps of gold: 
Vain ſearch ! that prize was never bought, or ſold. ' 
Muſt happineſs from golden ſluices flow? 
Example, reaſon, nature anſwer, no. 

Yet oft the low uncultivated mind 

In golden fetters thinks it is confin'd: 

But could they ſee the anxious cares, that vex, - 
_ The fears, the tumults, which torment, perplex, 
Kill their repoſe, and ruin all their yeace, 

It would their pity, not their envy raiſt. 

A ſmiling face oft hides an aching heart, 
Diſſembled eaſe conceals interior ſmart; 
Beneath a ſplendid robe, and pompous train, 
May groan a mind, or body, torn with pain. 
Riches in health the body cannot keep, 

Nor can it lay the guilty mind aſleep. 


Some 
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Some place their happineſs in honours, fame, 
In ſounding titles, and far talk'd-of name, 
An empty joy, ne'er form'd to fill the mind, 
"Tis rais'd, tis fed, and tis deſtroy d by wind. 
Tho! here with fame, and honours cover'd o'er, 
The ſplendid ſcene muſt ſhut, when life's no Ls. * 
Tis all the ſame when duſt. 1 in duſt 1 is laid, 0 
If we a ſceptre, or a ſheep-hook way d. | 
Though here we ſhine ! in grandeur's gayeſt glare, 
The prince and peaſant ſhall be levell'd there. 
Virtue, not titles, ſhall diſtinftion gain, | 
The ſervile flave below, above may reign. . : 
In trifling pleaſures, or in ſenſual j joy. 
Which never ſatisfy, and often cloy, 2 5 
Some vainly hope true happineſs to meet; 
Fond dream! theſe never gave a bliſs compleat. 
Though all the various, ſweeteſt joys of ſenſe, 
With lofty titles, fame and wealth immenſe, 
By fortune's favour to one man ſhould fall, 
Nay tho' he graſp 'd all this fair rolling ball, 
Tho! full his arms, his ſoul he'd empty find; 
Whole worlds can't fill the vaſt capacious mind; 
Regardleſs of the countleſs treaſures won, 
Like Philip's conquering, bold, ambitious fon, . 
For future joys, for other worlds he'd ſigh, SP 
More, more, the ever-craving heart would a a 
Like death devouring all, yet hungry ſtill, 
For heay'n alone the mighty void can fill. 
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Thou Power Suprette, from whom all bleſſings fv, 
All that we hope above, enjoy below : hs. | 
Whoſe ever-giving hand feeds ev'ty want, 

O bear my humble fit, O hear, and grant. | 


Of earthly happinefs, itt youth, let me 
The folly, vanity, andfalſtiood ſee; 
With cold negle&, and ſcorn let me behold 
The dazzling fplendour of delufive gold ; | 
May reaſon all my wiſhes regulate 
May no ungovern'd paſſion pain create; ' 
Whatever lot for me thou haſt affign'd, 
O with it give a calm eontenited mind! 
Still in a firm perſuaſion ket me reſt, 
And full afſurance, that what is, is TY 
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Con fill che olaſs 8 22 vine, 
Generous produſt of the vine; „ 

Let the ſwift minutes gaily pals, : 
Bright as the wine, clear as the glaſs; _ 
Fly care, and ſo ow, * away. 

It is Maria 5 PT 


| 3 long, and ure bet *. 
Devoid of trouble, palin, ald ſtrife; © 
Still far from her be pining woe, 
| And all thoſe pangs th 4 know: 
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May all her days with health be bleſe'd, .+.  ., - 
With plenty, peace, content, and reſt : 
May joys increaſe, as years ſhall waits, _ 
And each be happier than the laſt : 
May ev'ry annual rolling ſun, 
Which o'er her head its'courſe ſhall run, 
Upon ſome added virtues nfe; 1 
View her each year more good, 8 J 
May heaven ſmile on all her days, . 
Safe guide her through life's mazy urg 
Condu& her o'er its ſtormy waves; ; 
And grant each wiſh that reafon craves; 
Its choiceſt bleſſings on her ſhow'r, 1 
And guard her to her final hour. 2 
And when from its declining clay, 
The ſoul ſeeks everlaſting day, * - e 
May guardian angels ready ſtand : 
To waft it ta its nayve land, © ©) + 
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2 ben cel guisgg 
OW bleſs'd th humble Village Maid, 
By envy, pride, nor paſſion way d, 
Nor fancied happineſs betray d: 45 
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Who feels no wiſh for wealth or flat, 
Repines not at her lowly fate; 
Eaſy, cheerful, and ſerene, 
All a peaceful calm within. 
No racking anguiſh rends her breaſt, 5 
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No pining ſorrow breaks her reſt, 
Convinc'd whatever is, is beſt : 
While reaſon doth the will control, 
No boiſt'rous paſſions ſhake the ſoul; 
Content is all ſhe aſks below, _ 
Content, which Goes E virtue flow. 
8 8 IV 1 A. 


The CITY-LASS. 


I. 


Hor bleſs d the modiſh City Laſs. 5 | 
'Who-er'ry day conſults her glaſs, 
Some rival beauty to ſurpaſs. 

Then from her window tips the eye 

To gazing lovers paſling by: 

 Avillage maid my ſoul diſdains .. Kee 
hed he Pate foe” WE TY 


{ 


1 331 


II. 
Whilſt billet-doux my mornings fill | 
She, fits beneath ſome nodding hill, 17 5 
Delighted with a murmuring rill. 
' Whilſt in a coach with briſk gallant, 
| To toy-ſhops gay, I careleſs jaunt : 
Inclos'd ſhe ſits midſt ſolemn ſhades, 

Where ſun-beam ſcarce the gloom invades. 

a 55 ne” | 
On ſpangled vet dant turf reclin dl. ES 
In hopes her rambling muſe to find, 
And paint in verſe her love-lick mind: 

While with ſome brilliant amorous ſpark, 
I bowl it to the ſhining park; 
Vauxhall, and Ranelaugh in turn, 

And at the whining coxcombs ſpurn. 


IV. 


By tapers blue, and trembling light, 0” 
On Pegaſus ſhe takes her flight, 
And madrigals and ſonnets write : 
And whilſt at plays I gaily ſhine, | 
Or at the ring 'midſt forms divine, 5 
And half a goddeſs now appears! 
_ ſtudies planets, orbs, and _ 
| V. 67 op 
| While ſparkling jewels add new ne. pb Fs 
| To native beauties in my face, TY 5 ; 
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And fill with luſtre all the place.” rb 
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Perhaps a garland nicely wove, 

May deck her bxows, and crown her love. 
This is the City Lady's ſtate, 

And this the Village Maiden's fate. 


DE LI A. 


On Reading ſome Compoſitions in the Bath 
Journal, figned Sylvia and Delia, fince the 
Suppreſſion of the Rebellion. 


of e ſavage effort of the rebel Scot, 

In Rome's deep-laid, but unſucceſsful plot, 

Had ſo my anxious heart's attention gain'd, 

That quite unheeded *SyIma's ſong remain d. 

The tumult quaſh'd;—the fair now ſtrikes the lyre, 

And flaſhes on my ſoul reſiſtleſs fire: 

Angelic ſoftneſs glows thro' every part, 

Whilſt forceful reaſ ning edifies the heart, 

Sing on.thou lovely philoſophic maid, 

And florid Delia tacitly upbraid; 

With fOland, Atticus, and Philocles, OY 

For countenancing mdolence and eaſe; BIO 
Sylvia 


® The author of an admirable poem on the various Beauties of the Creation, 
printed in the Bath Journal of Sept. 28, 1745) Which I, never 9 but 
with new pleafure. | 


2 Author of many elegant and ke poems with which * has 
een favour'din the Bath Journal, Ggned Marſhfield, and W. O. 
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Sylvia alone of all the tuneful throng, 
Who late the inſtruftive effay form d, or ſong, | 
Continues both to pleaſe us, and ſurprize: 
Enrich our intellects! and charm our eyes 
Sure the ſoft repartce, the mild diſgrace, 
Will ſpread the conſcious bhaſh o'er every face, 
And urge them to promote their firſt deſign, 
Form human . like. to the divine. 
| STMONID E 8. 


Anſaer. 


J-ARMONIOU S bard, whoſe generous muſe has ſtrung 

Her ſilver lyre, and tun d her warbling tongue, 
Sweetly to chant each humbler ſiſter's name, 
To wake their lutes, and ſing them into fame; 
In thoſe bright lays, whence glory they receive. 
We read your title to the praiſe you give; 
Your chryſtal mirror, which their merit ſhews, 
On you reflefts the honours it beſtows. 


While 1 the generous flowing numbers trace, | 
Unuſual pleaſure brightens on my face; | 
(For ah! no mortal ſure is dead to praiſe, 

When magic numbers charm in tuneful lays:) 
Yet ſtill that pleaſure is o'er-aw'd by fear, 

For ev'ry line proclaims, there's danger near, 
Bids me with caution read, leſt ſubtle pride 
Should thro' my eyes-into my boſom glide : 
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But why of praiſe afraid, too tim'rous maid, 
Since ev'ry intellectual pow'r 'twill aid? - 
When prais'd for virtues, which we wiſh our own, 
It ſpurs a laudable ambition on. 
Praiſe wakes each latent power, which idle lies 
Within the ſoul, and bids them active riſe, 
Brightens each faculty, the geniuf ſwells, 
And ſtupid ſloth with indolence expels, 
Does with a virtuous zeal the heart inſpire, 
And with a noble emulation fire. 


What tho' my conſcious boſom does decline 
Such praiſe, and whiſpers no ſuch merit's thine ; 
Yet praiſe may chear her in the glorious. chace, 
N When weary, quicken her too languid pace, 
6 : Urge her with active vigour to purſue, 
_ And make the fame, your muſe beſtows, her due. 


O could 1 merit half the praiſe you give 
Then might my humble lays myſelf outlive; 
Could my weak muſe with ſoft perſuaſive art, 
Improve the head, or mend the faulty heart, 
Could ſhe with plain, but forceful reaſoning draw, 
Mankind to rev'rence God's and nature's law, 
Then future ages might eſteem her name, 

And ſhe with Juſtice claim an honeſt fame. 


5 5 | Anſwer 
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Anſuer to the CITY LAS. 


11. IT 5 
EITHER from looking. glaſs in view, 4 


| N Nor flatt'ring lines of billet-doux, 
The rural maid her comfort drew. . 
The borrow'd red and white ſhe ſcorns, 
While nature's paint her cheeks adorns ;. . 
And let who nature's charms deſpiſe, 
Turn on the City Laſs their eyes. 
ip A. 

She ſcorns the beau, a taylor makes, * 
Nor jaunts, to virtue fatal, take 5 
Nor flaunts about with ſaucy rakes, 
Till jaded reputation dies, 
Till women ſcorn, and men deſpiſe; - + - 
This is the City Laſs's fame, i aa] 115 
O, how my foul diſdains the name. 

| eee li | 
Nor to the toy-ſhop does repair, ws "i 
The vaineſt trifling trifle there; | q | 
Nor ſpends on baubles time nor care. 
Where toys can pleaſe we need not fly 
To ſhops, for in the heart they lie. | 
The City Laſs, midſt trinkets bleſt, R , 
A toy- hop carries in her breaſt. 


. Nor 
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| IV. 

Nor is vain love her idle theme, 
To her 'tis all a fleeting dream, 
A painted ſhade, an empty name. 
A nobler theme her pen employs, 
She ſings of virtue's endleſs joys ; 
No wanton novels load her ſhelf, 
Her ſtudy is to know herſelf, 


V. 

"Tis not midſt circles of the gay, 
Nor in the glittering diamond's ray, 
At Ranelaugh, ring, park, nor play, 
That ſolid pleaſures can be found ; 
Thoſe joys are all an empty ſound, 
Whoſe charms in airy fancy lie, 
But in enjoyment pall and die. 

W 3 
More true delights the nymph can meet, 
Within her humble calm retreat, 
Than dwells in ow, in pomp and Rate. 
Gay gems may ſhine upon a breaſt, 
By anxious care and grief oppreſt ; 
And pain in gilded coaches roll, 
With body ſick, and ſicker ſoul. 
VII. 


At morn ſhe roves 
- At noon the gentle fanning ſhade, 
And reſt ſecurely in the glade; 


the fragrant mead, ; 


le 
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While warbling birds on trembling wing 


Around her fly, around her fing: _ 

While chryſtal rivulets dimpling ftray, 

And through the flow'ry meadows play. 
Vu. 


Here as the peaceful moments paſs, 
Her mind ſhe dreſſes, not her face, 


* 


By reaſon's light, in vartue's glaſs; 


While harmleſs lambs around her ſhow, 
What eaſe fram innocence does flow ; 


Delighted with her eaſy lot, 5 


And ſings content within a cot. 


— 


7 wy 
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The Batchelor's I/ I 8 H. 


'F e'er I quit the ſingle life, 
Be this the model of my wife. 


A beauty, without a compleat : : 
Who, from her toilet ſimply neat, 
The golden tiflue can deſpiſe, 

And wears no brilliants, but her eyes. 
Soft blended, in her eyes, ſhould meet 
Deſiring love and ſparkling wit; 
And, in her dimpled ſmiles be ſeen 


A modeſt, with a chearful, mein. 


1 


As pauſes find in muſie place; 
Her ſpeech let proper ſilence grace. 


Her converſation ever free 
From cenſure, as from levity: 
An undiſſembled innocence, 
Not apt to give, or take, offence. 
Nor fond of compliments, nor rude; 
Not a coquette, nor yet a prude. 
Averſe to wanton ſerenades ; 
Nor pleas'd with midnight maſquerades : 
The virtues that her ſex adorn, 
By honour guarded, not by ſcorn. 
Not ſuperſtitious, nor profane; 

But, in religion, greatly plain. 


To ſuch a virgin, ſuch a wife, 
I give my love; 1 give my life. 


Anſwer. 


PEE is a charafter, good Lord! 
With not one ſpot, or blemiſh blurr'd; 
A beauty without art compleat” 
No woman ever was fo yet, 
Since Eve, e'er ſhe ſurvey'd her face, 
Or praftis'd in the liquid glaſs. 
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Your picture, fir, is heav'nly bright, 
And nicely drawn to charm the ſight ; | 
But begging pardon, to be plain, 

Tis a chimera of the brain; 
A fair, well fancy'd, lifeleſs ſhade, 
By warm imagination made. 
For ſhou'd you ſearch the globe around, 
The original wou'd ne'er be found. 
So fair a form, ſo fair a mind, 
In the ſame perſon ne'er was joinꝰdi 
That character is drawn by art, 
Which is compleat in ev'ry part, 
And ſhews a perfect human heart. 
Then take for once a woman's word, 
The faireſt mind with ſpots is blurr'd : 
In cryſtal ſtreams black pebbles lie, 
And clouds deface the brighteſt ſky. * 


But hold; I have miſtook I doubt, 
For one perfection you've left out; 
A charm all batchelor's admire, 

A charm for which they all inquire ; 
But dazzled as full well you might, 
With ſuch an angel in your fight, 
No wonder gold was veil'd in light. 


800. ſir, the model of your wiſe, e 


If right I judge, was ne' er in liſ: 


Then take care, leſt your heart 's inſlam d. 
| By the bright ſhade your fancy fram d: 


— D 


OO 


. 
„ 


Fox 
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For tho' Pygmalion heretofore, - 

When beauty's queen he did implore, 

Beheld the iv'ry boſom riſe, q 

And living fires flaſh from the eyes: 
On ſuch a ſight you'll never feaſt, 

For miracles you know are ceas'd ; 

And this would aſk a pow r much higher, 

Than what Pygmalion did deſire: 

Himſelf a perfect ſubRance made; 

You nothing but a perſect ſhade: 

His hands had ſhap'd an iv'ry wife, 

And only beg'd tnforming life : 

The airy wife your fancy drew, . 

Requires a ſoul and body too, | 


So if away your heart's ne'er giver, 
Till ſuch an angel drops from heav'n ; 
Unleſs my erring judgment lie, 

A batchelor you'll kve and die. 


An EANICMA. 


I* kind compaſſidn let each ear be lent, 
To th' hard fate of a young innocent. 1 
I'm ſoft and dender, as the blooming fart, 
And am, while waifing, us d wich gentle are 
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But for misfortunes nuts d, Iknow no reſt., 
As ſoon as born, drag'd from my mother's breaſt, 
Who me enriches with her choiceſt ſtore, 
Herſelf left unregarded, wan and poor. 


Then I'm into a fatal dungeon thrown, 

With cruel blows mere worried up and down. 
Till tir'd of wretched life, my giddy brain 

No longer can its native form retain: 

But metamorphos'd from my reſtleſs tomb 

I rife, and then my preſent name aſſume, 

But for new torments chang d, for next they take, 
And, plunging, drown me in a wat'ry lake: 
Theſe chilling waves my body do infold, 

Till my ſoft ſubſtance is grown ſtiff with cold; 
Then they releaſe me from the o'erwhelming flood, . 
And from my body beat and ſqueeze my blood ; 
And then my tender frame in piece-meal tor * 

O how with patience can ſuch_pangs be borne! 
Each limb then ſhap'd, is oft with flow'rs adorn'd, 
And ſo to ſeek my fortune out I'm turn'd; 

My parted members various owners ſhare, 

But all alike to me relentleſs are ; 

My flow'ry face they mangle, killing ſmart ! 

Nay ſtop not there, but cut me to the heart; 
And thoꝰ thus trimly form'd, and neatly dreſs'd, | 
My blooming charms are ruin'd, and defac'd; 
And then their cruel triumph to compleat, 

Im oft expos'd to piercing, ſcorching beat. 


Da g | Few 
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Few are my days; ho! füll yon ſee of pin; 'Y' 
Flife in ſummer ſcarce a week retain, 8 
Sometimes in winter for whole months remain. 


An Addreſs to HEA EFH 


HEALTH, chou ever chearful gueſt, attend 

| My call; and from thy bright abode deſcend v5 
Thou only from the ſource of life canſt flow, "9-4 

The ſweeteſt bleſſings which we taſte below. 


Like that good angel, with long ages paſt 
A healing baſm into Betheſda caſt, 
Come thou, and lend thy kindly influence; 
»Tis blooming youth, and tender innocence, 
For which I crave thy long expected aid, 
O gtant my ſuit, and heal the high born maidf | 


When *W11.1 t Ax1s ſeeks thee in the fnooking ſprings, 
Still hover o'er her with ſalubrious wings : 
In ev'ry wave thy arms around her fold, 
Let pain in gnawing chains no longer hold 
Tn The 


_ * Miſs WIr T IAUs then thirteen years old, the daughter of the late 
Str Charles Hanbury Williams, by the late Counteſs of Coningſby, who 
was afterwards the wife of the Hon. Robert Boyle Walſingham. 
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The tender captive; nor triumphant prey N h few? 

On innocence, and cloud her riſing day. N H¹ν 
Diſtil thy healing balm through ev'ry vein, 
And on the, blooming cheek proclaim thy rein; 
Through ev'ry ſcene of life the fair attend, 

Her youth's gay partner, and her age's friend. 


By Dr. BowDrx. al 


Waun you from Ho LT ra accents ſound, 
Shall neighb'ring bards fit ſilent round ? 

So tunes the bird her midnight flute, 

In ſhades—while all around 1s mute, 

Enchanted with your lays too long, 

I break from ſilence into ſong. 

Nymph of theſe, healing waters! ſay, | | 

What power inſpires your magic lay? a 
Smooth as the ſtream where you reſide j 1 
Rich as its vein, your numbers glide, Nn dla 

Say, do theſe ſalutary ſprings, 

Pierian like, taife fancy's wings; 17 ff 
Not only cure the ſick, the lame, gilt tui 
But animate poetic flame, | 
| D 3 | Sacred 
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Sacred the ſtream—ihe ſount divine, 
And you ſome ſiſtex of the nine; 
Some tuneful naiad to preſide, 
And warble near the fountain's ſitle. 


As at fam'd. Aix, hiſtorians tell, 
Great Charles's horſe ſtruck out a well ;* 
So now we need no farther proof, 
That Pegaſus hexe tuck his hoof. | 
No more ſhall HoLT its name retain, 
Caſtalian ſprings ſhall bleſs the plain. 
Wich you 'tis all poetic ground, 
And Aganippe murmurs round ; 
Not Hor, but Helicen is ſeen, 
And you the Sappho of the greeu, 


Anſwer, 


IV HAT firains are theſe, my thus, which tet thy 
eyes? | 
How ſmooth the dang'rous foathing numbers OY 
Come all my faults and follies to my aid, | 
Leſt pride and vanity my heart invade. 212 
What muſe inſpir' d? can they be female lays? 
Can woman thus a woman deign to praiſeꝰ no 


„ Hiſtorians ſay, the mineral waters at Aix-la-Chapelle were diſco : 


ver'd by the EmperozCharles's Hor ſe accidentally ſtr ik ing on the ſpring. 
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Or is it ſome good-natur'd, gen'rous barxe. 
Who thus vouchſafes unmerited regard? __ 

In whoſe bright muſe mine by reflection ſhines, - 
And borrows luſtre from his brighter lines. 


But hold, for Rochefoucault ſays we deſign 
More praiſe to gain, when e'er we praiſe decline; 
For which I dare not contradiſt your pen, 

Leſt you ſuppoſe, I'd hear it of gx agpins 8 


Blockheads may praiſe, 'till their vain Wenger 10 tir "4; 
We ne'er grow vain, by only fools admir'd; 2 
But when harmonious lays and ſenſe commend, . : 
From pride what woman can herſelf defend? 
That meteor, praiſe, does oft our ſex miſguide, 


By nature prone to vanity and pride. 


But need you aſk what pow'r inſpires my lay ? 
Does not my creeping mule herſelf betray , 
To be ſome home-bred maid of mortal . 
Who ne ex claim d kindred with the tuneful nine: 
But if you fancy Holt's ſalubrious fireams 
Can raiſe and animate poetic themes, 

From theſe ſhe ons her feeble rains may riſe, 
Since oft' to theſe in ſummer” 5 heat ſhe flies; 

Yet thoughtleſs drank, nor ever dreamt the quaſſt, 
Till yau inform'd her, an inſpiring draught. _ 
Yet bluſhirig owns ſhe's quite ſurpriz d to find, 
That obvious thought ne er dropt into her mind, 
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Since 'tis as evident as PE f ght, 

What ſtreams are drank, when Sylvia does indite. 
Sip'd ſhe the gen'rous produtt of the vine, 

Her notes would higher ſoar, and brighter ſhine, 
Since water only does her muſe inſpire, 


No n that ſhe wants poetle fire. 


While here, immur'd i in ſhades, I tune my voice, 
And with the painted, warhling world: rejoice, 
And dip in humble ſtreams my humble _ 
Methinks I ſee you mount the facred hill ; 
While ev'ry muſe does ev'ry line D | 
And Phœbus warms them with celeſtial fire. 


" ENIGMA. 


An Thouſand ſweet pleaſures from nature's rich treaſures, 
To pleaſe me, does heav'n impart; = 

And man ſeldom content with what nature has ſent, 
Supplies me with more by A 

I in gardens delight, tho' I'm blind as the night, 
By all I'm fed,  ſqueez'd, and careſs'd; 

I decency love, and good houſewives approve; | 
But a flut, and her works I deteſt. 

Man, by luxury taught, from the Indies has brought, 
Strange food, which. much pleaſes my palate; 

While nature more wiſe, looking on with ſurprize, 
Would as ſoon feed the ears wth a ſallad. 


Tho? 
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Tho! feet I've not one, tis well known I can run 
And when in that troubleſome mood. 
For a ſervant oft' ſend, who at hand does attend; 
But when running, ne'er reliſh my food. 
I'm ſagacious, and wiſe, beyond mortal nx 
Foul matters I oft bring to light; 
Without eye, without ear, to me they are Pen 
Tho' by art they're conceal'd from the ſight. 
If Chloe ſhould be with the bottle too free, 
Tho! filent, I tell her diſgrace ; | | 
And often diſcover the diſſolute lover. 
And expoſe the too amorous laſs. en 
Being learned ſo deep, in the van I fill keep, | | 
While all parties, each ſex, and degree, 
Tho! often they wrangle, fight, quarrel, we Jangle, 
Are united in following me. . ö 011 


A Birth. Day TY * ä 


T paſt, another year is roll'd away, O 
And time, once more has brought my natal day. 
All theſe paſt circling hours heav'n's bounty lent, - 
But ſay, my ſoul, how have theſe hours been e 
What conqueſt o er myſelf have I obtain dꝰ 7 
What paſſion is ſubdu'd, what virtue gain'd? : 
What fault is cruſh'd, what error is abjur d ? 1 
What vanity caſhler d, what folly curd OO 
+ bs id Py | | Have 
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Have I with induſtry waprov'd the ſhare 
Of talents heav'n committed to my care ? 
Have I been faithful in th important truſt, 
Both to my Gon, myſelf, and neighbour juſt ? 
Have I been careful to preſerve from fin 
That ſpark of heav'nly fire, which burns within? 
Daily adorn'd that beſt immortal part, 
And kept ajealous eye upon my heart? 
And does my breaſt no thought or waſh conceal, 
For which, if known, my cheeks a bluſh might feel ? 
Have I that precious talent, time, well us d, 
And ne'er th' invaluable giſt abus'd? _ 
Have I, with care, for heav'nly wiſdom fought ? 
And have I prattis d what that wiſdom. taught? _. 
Hath reaſon ſtill been victor of the eld, 

Nor did it once to rebel paſſion yield? -.. , 


My conſcious heart declines the ſtrict ſurvey, 
A bluſh without, the blots within betray ; 
Follies on follies, faults on faults ariſe, 

Some leſſer ſpots, and ſome of larger ſize. 


O time, thou precious treaſure, how have I, 

Regardleſs of thy value, let thee fly ? 

How have I laviſh'd thee, thou coſtly ſtore! 

How many years are ſunk to riſe no more 

Another year hag now begun its race, 

While time glides on, unſeen, with rapid pace ; 

Let me regard each future hour as given 

RA the © Supreme, to make me ripe for heav'n; | 
Seize 
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Seize ev'ry riſing moment as it ſprings, .” 
Eternity and heav'n are on their wings. 


How many in the gaudy ſpring of life, 
E'er rack'd by ſecret anguiſh, care, or ſtrife, 
Have I beheld, like morning clouds, decay, 
And ſet juſt in the dawn of riſing day; | 
Upon the ſtage of life appear'd, look round, 
But in another ſcene were never n 


Say then, my foul, han cauſe ound thou aſſign, - 
Why he, who cut their thread, has lengthen'd thing. 
Was it for worth, or merit of thy oon? 

Ah no! 'twas heav'n's indulgent love alone. 
Ten thouſand times have I deſerv'd like fate, 
But heav'n was patient and compaſſionate ; 


While I, regardleſs of the mighty loan, 
Took the intruſted talent as my own ; 


And on a thouſand triftes vainly ſpent 
That time, which heav'n, to be iunprov'd, had lent, 


How do mankind this beſt of talents uſe? 

Nine parts in ten the precious gift abuſe ; ng 
Squander the ne'er-to-be-recover'd ſtore, ' | {1 
More worth than all the wealth of India's ſhore. + 
Nor crowns, nor kingdoms, nor whole world's can buy, 

O time, one hour, from thy vaſt treaſur :; a 
Immenſe thy worth, each hour's the grant ol ban. * ; 
It well "NY Rſs eagle | p 
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Yet mortals, who enjoy this mighty loan, 
Beneath the cumb'rous burden tire and groan, 
And gen'rouſly upon their friends beſtow 

A heavy load, they know not where to throw, 
Scatter the coſtly treafure thoughtleſs round 
On all, who to accept it can be found; 

Nor its ineſtimable worth perceive, 

Till 'tis too late that treaſure to retrieve, 


In vain the ER ſpeaks, in vain he writes, 
In vain the ſage philoſopher indites; 
We bear, we feel; the bright conviction's clear, 
Vet ſhll in vain we b'lieve, in vain we hear; 
We ſtill go on, tho' ſtill they write, and preach, 
And rarely practiſe what their precepts teach. 
Th' important truths, tho' preſt with moving art, 
Make but a light impreflion on the heart; 

A tide of pleaſures, or a tide of care, 

Eraſe the imperfect characters writ there: 
"Tis death alone {pathetic preacher) can 
Imprint thoſe truths deep in the heart of man. 


One ſingle ſentence ſpoke by him does more, 


Than all their oratory did before. 
But ah? too late he ſpeaks, we hear too late, 
Our glaſs i is run.  determin'd' is our fate. 
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And now, our * ſquander'd moments to regain, 


With ardent groans we wiſh, but wiſh in vain; 
Whole worlds we'd freely give, if worlds we had, 


Dut one poor hour to parting life to add, 


Nor 
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Nor wealth, nor world's can purchaſe that poor hour 
We've now the will to mend, but not the pow'r. 


Revers'd our caſe by death's emphatic ſkill, 
Before we had the pow'r, but not the will. 


Time long abus'd now rigs our gail knell, 
Death ope's the eternal gates to heay'n or hell. - 
Amaz'd we view the deep, the dark abyſs; 

Which leads to everlaſting woe, or bliſs. 

Fears preſs on fears, in ghaſtly horrors dreſt, 
Within, without, on ev'ry fide diſtreſt; 

Black ſcenes before, if back we turn our eyes, 

The ghoſts of our departed days ariſe; 

Thoſe ſlaughter'd friends, who by our folly bled; - 
Call loud for vengeance on their murd'rers' head. 
Conſcience pleads guilty to the heavy bil. 
Conſcience, juſt judge, and faithful witneſs ſtill. 
Full of diſtrafting horrors pale we ſtand, 
Aghaſt, and trembling on the dreary ſtrand ; : 
Death drags us headlong down the dreadful ſteep, 
Amaz'd we plunge into the boundleſs deep; = 
One inſtant lands us on the unknown ſhore, 
Eternity's begun, and time's no more: 


"SYLVIA 
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| T he Complaint of the Mineral Pump at Holt. 


(529 people, to the plaints attend 
Of one, who never meant t'offend; 
Of one, who never ſpoke before, 
Of one who to engage you more, 
Humbly addreſſes you in rhime, 
Tho! of his ſpeaking the firſt time. 
Attend, and learn from me, ye great, 
| The ſtrange viciſſitudes of fate. 


Once like a regal prince I ood, 
Surrounded by a brilliant crowd 
Of beaus and belles, who thrice a- day, 
Did to my court their viſits pay. 


Vaſt ſhoals of wretches likewiſe came, 
The ſick, the leper, blind, and lame; 
To all, my aid I freely gave, 
And reſcu'd numbers from the grave; 
The old, the young, the fair, the great, 
Did daily at my levee wait; 
Nor duke, nor ducheſs did diſdain, 
To grace my court, and fill my train. 
Did in bright ſemi-circle cloſe, * 


And drank the droppings of my noſe: 


19 1 
(A nofe, which never yet was tainted, 
Altho' to pleaſe, my face is painted) 
My virtues ꝓrais'd, extol'd my name, 
And told my wond'rous worth to fame, 
Who wide around with echoing tongue, 
In laviſh ſtrains my praiſes ſung: 
But, ah ! let no proud mortal ſay, 

Tho! plac'd on glory's topmaſt ſpray, 
With ſervile millions at his nod 
Ador'd, and honour d as a God, 

I'm ſafe, nor fear reverſe of fate; 

But let my fall his pride abate. 
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Tho! once ſo honour d and careſe d, 
So prais'd, petition'd, and addreſs d, 
Inconſtant mortals, ever changing, 
Still diſcontented, reſtleſs, ranging, 
Have now forgot their virtuous friend, 
Who oft' his balmy blood did ſpend, 
To cure their pains, and drawn aſide, 
By novel charmers, me deride, 


I'd now with miſtrefs plain, or Tquire, 
Be well content, and ſoar no higher: 
But, O hard fate! of theſe too thin, 
For three years ſpace my train has been. 


Me, ev'ry tongue now ridicules, 
The jeſt of wits, and laugh of foots, 
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Like virtue out of faſhion grown, 
By modiſh folks aſide I'm thrown. 
No ſparkling vot'ries round me ſhine, 
Nor bend at my neglected ſhrine ; 
And common fame, that common liar, 
To ſink me lower, does conſpire. 

She ſung me up in court and-town, 
She ſung me up, and ſung me down, 
And falſely ſays; that I no more 
Retain like virtues as bofore; 
Yet tho' I'm ſlander d thus by fame, 
My worth and merit are the ſame 

I dare aver, without a boaſt, 

I've not one ſingle virtue loſt. 

Then why this ſcorn, and cold negle&, 
Why treated with ſuch diſreſpett ? 

For ſuch contempt I gave no cauſe, 
But acted ſtill by nature's laws. 

Would thoughtleſs mortals act like me, 
What halcyon days would Britain ſee ? 


I fall with England's low-fallen ſpirit, 
And ſhare the luckleſs fate of merit ; 
With theſe I mourn, depreſt to earth, 
While faſhion, favour, gold, and birth 
Bid wretches roll, by them befriended, 

- In ſpheres, which — ne er intended. 


Once more ſhould virtue, maid divine, 
a With merit in Old England ſhine; ; 
Should 


2. 


Should public ſpirit too revive, 
And in each Briton's boſom'thrive z _ 
With theſe, once more, I hope to riſe; | 
For then the nation will be wiſe: 


An . VICM A. 


M' * n ll i in the night, 

In day ne'er ſeen by ſharpeſt ſight; 

in ſprightly ſpring my head I rear, 

In ſummer always diſappear. . | | X 

A knave I hate, a fool deſpiſe; - | 

But till attend the juſt and wiſe. 

In courts, with ev'ry witneſs ſtand, | 

And juſtice guide throughout the land 

The judge himſelf by me is led; 

In every jury I'm the head: 

In ev'ry play-houſe do I ſit, 

Juſt in the middle of the pit. 

Midſt ſprightly wit I find a place, 

And faithful friendſhip always grace; 

Fame, honour, pomp, and ſhow I fly, 

Immur d in ſolitude I lie; 

And love the village maid, and ſwain, 

But beaux, and belles, and courts diſdain. 

Amidſt the ambient air I'm found, | 

But never ſet my foot to ground. a 
| - Your 


L 


Your foot, you'll cryꝰ perhaps you've , 


But, upon honour, I have one; 

For I am more than fade, or name, 
And real form, and matter elaim. 

In ſooty robes I'm chiefly dreſt, 

But ſometimes ſhine in roſy veſt; 

In ev'ry fair thraughout the nation 

I hold, 'tis known, my proper ſtation: 
But if in markets e er appear, 


Beſure ſome blockhead plac'd me there. 


In lottery tickets I ariſe, - 

And ſtand confeſt in-ev'ry prize. 
The van I lead theo! toad or ſtrert, 
In ev'ry inn the firſt. yuu met. 


All virgins love, while chaſte and pure, 


But never could a whore endure. 
In ev'ry hidden. wifh I lie; - | 
And gently rife in ev'ry ſigh. :. 

In ev'ry brain, in ev ry mind; + 

In ev'ry joy, a place I find: 


Where virtue was I ſtill have bern: wad 


Vet I in heay'n ſhall ne er he feen- 


' 


; 


a 
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GOON as reel wick FRI 
And found what jaunt you _ ae, 
It rais'd a ſmile upon my ſace, l. 
To think what a vain wild-aooſe — 
You'd undemtake, ſir knight, ename. off 
My giddy 9 en AA naw N 


As hickleſs deep vibe d 4 db ei 


Are led aſtray by wand'ring lights; 0% 5 + + 


And plung'd in ponds; or hung in rie, 
By theſe delufive; dancing fires; 0 Se Neort: 
So if upon this bold adventure, r 


Like errant-knight of old, you . 

My muſe; your guide may prove e ; 
(Tho' ſometimes grave, ſhe's often giddy)” 
The ſportive ignis · fatuus may © 
Thro' countleſs dangers make you Kray; 
Her wiles I know, therefore beware, 

With warning voice I cry, forbear. 

She may,- O timely b'lieve my pen! 


Bemire you in ſome dreadful fen; 


E 2 


(1 

Or mount in air aloft from ſight, 
And leave you in the gloom of night; 
T ben perch ſome airy height upon, 
Io draw th' unwary follower on; N 
And when you've clim'd the rocky ſteep, AY 
She down the craggy cliffs might creep, | & * 

And plunge you in the boundleſs deep. 


Or ou d you think to fly, ſhe d riſe, 


And chearful dance before your eyes 
Till by her wand'ring light beguil d. 
Vou're buried in ſome foreſt wild. 

A dark impenetrable ſhade; . Jain ol 


For fairies, ghoſts, and goblins made: bun bon 
Neꝰ er bleſt with Phœbusꝰ chearful ra 
Still like a Lapland's ſunleſs day; 

Then might ſhe ſoar in yielding arr. 
And leave you in the mazy ſnarm 
Till tir'd with her ſportive jaunt. 
Once more ſhe ſought my rural haunt, | 
Here, while you penſive ſtray alone, 


Laughs at the KARE ſnhe has done. 6 5451 
neee 
And in the chace be fortunate, 
If you my fugitive ſhould find, 18h 
Take her and leave your own behind. H 


Apollo, and his tuneful train 
Wou'd never more to own you deign. 
5 ä . 


"Your judgment each one would arraign ; 77 


r 68 J 


All muſt condemn you, ſnou you ehuſe 
8 drop a ſian, and take a gooſe} 111 


ut ſhou'd the following Genn 8 
In vain you'd ſeek, in vain purſue, 


* 
'4 


Your dang'rons jaunt ran thro' pens] b golf 
When ten ſmiftArokeswarn'd me to bed; 


There ſoon 1 ſunk in Somnos arms. 
A victim to his downy charm. 
Then forth by buſy Morpheus _ | 
Methought I trae'd à velvet lawn, 1 
Fierce Sirius reign'd, my ſtrength delia. 
And for ſome cool receſs I pin dl?! 
When juſt before my wot ne” one 

I ſaw a duſky grove ariſe- | 


- *'Twas form'd of eypreſs, don 960 busch 


Round which entwining iy grew: n 
I preſs'd into the wiſh d. for ſhade, 
And wand'ring down a 2 ke, 
I at a gloomy grot arriv d; 


* 


Which ſeem'd for endleſs bel! camel. > - 


I to the moſſy entranee went, 
And found it was of vaſt extent; | 
Within one feeble, ſickly light 
Was all I found t'aſſiſtmy ſight ; | + 
| Juſt in the midſt, 'cloſe veil'd from "ay 
Dulneſs and eafe ſupinely lay 
Theſe lazy powers here preſide, 
og ND round in downy fetters ty vey 

E 3 
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Were countleſs willing/captives laid, 
Who, drawn hy caſe, ba her u. 


But O, what mule ſhall Sylyia e 
This ſleepy grotio 40.deſcribe? ? 

Shou d I attewpt the tedious themg, 
Too long, Im I'm ſure, kbar yr de nl V 
The magic ſceptres, crowns, and taper, ' 
Wou'd take too much ee $ paper. 


Here on a — tenkeedins.. loot / 
My vagrant muſe 1 chan d to En; 2 7967 

Upon a wither'd cowſlip bed | 

She laid her drowlſy ſenſeleſs head. 

The verdant crown which late ſhe wore, 

Adorn'd her ſtupid brows no more. 

High on her head, a nodding plume 

Of ſleepy night-ſhade i in us room; 


| Her brow a wreath of. poppies bound, 


And ſhed their drowſy. influence round, 
With eager goy I call'd aloud. 
And ſtrove to drag herſrom che cron. 


Three times den thew half . 
And thus with peeviſh accent ſpoke: 5 
Away, forbear, nor longer teaſe, 22 
Here I reſolve to dwell with eaſe: 
No more I'll ſeek the public ſight, 


But veil me here in peaceful mEht. 


0 


Have 


C & J 
Have I not won ſufficient fame, Co 
Since B-wd-n's muſe has ſung my name, ITO 
_ Deign'd to-approve my rural Jays, . _ 
And crown me with a wreath of . 
In youth I wet, a gloridus fate, 4 
Nor ſtept too ſoon, nor ſung too _ 
Then prithee, Sylvia, teaſe no more, 
Let me lie quiet as before. 
Here magic umbers eiae 
And down ſhe ſunk to ſleep again. 


With grief oppreſs A, I ſigb d {o deep, 
It broke the ſilken chains of ſleep; 
Gay morning ruſh'd upon my eyes, 
And bade the r dreamer . 


Theſe friendly cautions, fir, 1 fondly you, 
To ſhew what dangers may attend you, 
Should you purſue my gambling mule ; 
And if you my advice refuſe, | 
None but yourſelf you can accuſe, 8 
Thus timely warn' d, be timely wiſe, 

Nor tempt your fate vith.open eyes. 


0 =. 
| 
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Directions for taking an eaſy Journey thro 


the rugged Road of Life, 


FEW 
148 you thro' life's tempeſtuous ders, 
An eaſy journey, take, 


In ev'ry ſtage of life ſerene 
Theſe maxims ne'er forſake. 


an II. 
Your ſpring of life to heav'n devote; 
Religion does contain 
The beſt, the ſureſt antidote 


III. 
Let virtue, bright immortal maid, = 


Be your unerring guide; or 
Purſue her cloſe, by reaſon's aid, 
And never quit her fide, 


Vs. 
Thro' life be this reſolve purſu'd, 
Whate'er your lot ſhall be, 
To act with perfect reftitude, 
And keep a conſcience free. 


wil b You'll 


C % 2 
V. 


You'll find that conſcious innocen ee 
Such pure delights ſupplies 
As from the richeſt joys of ſenſe 
Were never known to nſe./ ''' 

Q - VI. 
Hope not your happineſs to fing 
Abroad, but home ward bend;' 7 


And ever let your peace of ming 1 EL 
Upon yourſelf dep en 


3 5 
Muſt never paint the ſcene, © N 


But move within bright reaſon $ ſphere, | f * 
Aud keep the golden . 


VIII. 

4 2 20 4+ af 970 
Ne er for a future ile will. , {203 321 T5 
Neglect the preſent hour, wol 1 oo 2 

But learn to taſte the deſtin d Vlifs, b buon _ 17 
Tis all that's in your pow.” 107 Nigg 


Pleaſure's approves 6; se voice,” wy 
With moderatign uſe; | 1 rer 170 ** 
And in the prefent good rejoice, Dad on ger 

And don't thoſe gifts abuſe. * © een 
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Tet 
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Hope not . | 
Nor wiſh a loftier-ſtate; - 7 AMAR 
The firſt, is folly's paradiſe; / 
The laſt, a war with date.. 


KI. 
Ne er vainly raiſe of future jo 


Your expectations hij; 


The future, likeithe-paſt, will cloy, 
And in poſſeſſion die. gab l 
XII. 
And diſappointment, ugly fiend, 
Will be your daily gueſt, 


With racking pangs your boſom rend. 
And ruin all che reſt. 


Xu 
Ne'er let the fear of future ill 
Your preſent joys deſtroy; 


Why ſhou'd the woes you ne'er may feel N 


. 


XIV. 


But ſince, whilſt on-the ſtage of | life, 
Fortune oft' ſhifts the ſcene, . 

Since ev'ry ſtate with pain is rife, 
_ woes will i intervene. 


if & 1 


XV. 

| Arm wellwih tna te 4 NH br 

And ſhou d diſtreſſes riſwmmſm. 
Think they're by providenos delt Aon 

For ends, both good and wile. ,,, _ ;... |. /. 
If ſmiling fortune ſhould appear, n 
And plenteous gifts beſtow, | 
Of pride, of hatefpl pride beware. 

Nor ſwell with fortune's flow. 

XVII. 


Joy in your neighbour's r 850 cent b 
7 Drive envy from your mind; 5 


Benevolently kind. FFF 
, Ebi: dll and „b 5 nid 


oeh | XVIII. ne Rags] is dT a 
ö a E r 
Thus arm'd when cares and grids afiſfſem. 
(For riſe in life they will)" ver i e Laue a0 
Serenely calm with tearleſs eyes 
* s sl ow vd. 112 
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And night's dark ſhades ariſe; 1 

You'll fearleſs lay you down to reſt, fo: 1 '1 
And wake in apart boon tod bie 00 


EY 
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ä A TEND ye rightly wits, To without me 
Not half ſo much would vou admired . 


WW 
That's daily ſtor'd with proper food I dwell; 


A thouſand dainties thither brought: are er 
On which I revel at my owner's aſl; 


12.1893) 11197 ok — 2 
Still by two o latent, e —.— 1 dere 1255 WY 7 
The one beneath me plac'd, and one above; | 
Theſe jointly over me ſhould ſtill preſide, 
And, hand in hand, my ev'ry motion guide; 
But I, alas, too oft'-am-mov'd by one 
And then from a reflov,/ofifrom e nm. 925 


j 
N 
11 1011 


. 


Hiri, 894 1 1 
The ai terrnqueous globe cannot n 
K thing ſo full of contraries as I: 


U 1. 
I, like the harmleſs lamb, am meek and mild, 
Yet, like the furious tyger, fierce and wild; 
I'm haughty, bruel, ſübtſe, baſe and we; 
Vet humble, innocent, and void of guile; 
Profane, ill-natur'd, faithleſs, fickle, lewd; | 
Vet pious, tender: conſtant, chaſte and gooddd· ./11 
Hoarſe as the.croaking raven of the grove , 
Vet tuneſul as th harmonious ſong of love: «, 
Polite as beaux, who haunt the court, and n. ch ay 
Yet rude, and vulgar as the ruſtic clown; 
Calm as the ſhade when zephyrs ceaſe to _ 


Yet like a raging tempeſt loud and hic. 201 219] 11 
mand has dag ro mo 2% AT 
10 le ſoul can in an inſtant dart 180 bi Ref T 
The brighteſt pleaſure, Or Dee Do wif ods a 
A dang'rous meddler am and apt to run Lib vac 
On ex xy body's buſineſs mee. 2 ti br 
At Cloe's feet, B 18 


And his fond ſoul hangs trembling on hix ere IMS, 
I in an inſtant can diſpel his care DS 1 4. 


4 28 Tc * 


Or plunge him in th' abyſs of black deſpair: 


J Ly } #4 - 


Yet am I many a luckleſs huſband's dread, = | | * 0 
And draw down curſes on the marie bed; | 3 of 
From many a wretched wife I force the ich, odr 


And _ the tear, Wa . her eye. 


eilt 

Sach . fack 3 — I ſometimes deal, J woH 
As neither time, nor art can ever heal; | 

Yet oft' ſuch oily balſam' son me found, 


| att ee & 
That, ſerpent-like, I heal, as well as wound. 


L * ] 
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Who lately, hi DVGpoihinicnt of us le) thi 
teen Perſons, ¶ even Men and ſeven Nomen) entirely 
an Engagement de was: under, _ tas 1 to 
„ rt 0% 1690 26 515 


* 
9 ” 8 o 
a 3 111 91317 3. 


, * 
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I b falls den eb ed 8 s 420. 

5 That we our engagements and pzomiſes fail; 

Then leſt from our thoughts an appointment thonld fen, 
We the help of the pencil and pocket book call; 8 855 
There daily with care we the minutes read over, 

And in plain black and White each 16a Alas, 


But you, it is clear, fir, negle®@ev'ry dar 
This little remembrancer o'er to ſurvey; 


” For if you'll be pleas'd to peruſe it with care, 0 {£1 
A minute you'll find, fafe depoſited there, 2. in 
Of a promiſe, which lately you made, you Aber be 
But for want of conſulting this pocket memento . 
The ball was 3 and no Tyrone Set fent K 


Now, ſir, in my 8 I've been turning it round, 
How for uch a negleft an excuſe can be found: 
But an vain is the ſearch, no excuſe to my mind, 

As yet, among all that are rk ar; 
; Well, 


| L 6 1 
Well, how.you'ttcome off b don u huber ag br, 91 


Breach of promiſe the ladies but ſeide fg eq. 
Then the lawyer, perhaps, — 2111 
For damage ſuſtain d h dhe loſs of a day; 1527 


For, as on your word he, be ſure, did rely, 
All other ne ee wunde „ od] 
424111 100 91511 . 
I proteſt ee 3 dr jtedaiow-5 11's 
You'll be able to mute in your Honour's defence; 0 
For no loophole Eflnd, th I've 1 9 7 
Where honour; poor-honour; -uhhuru may ereep out. Y 


tt * 
aibak 
13 8 © * Ito 
| XII To} I ; ' l 7 } 
My wake ene ina 838 17 210093 


A gentleman's. honour began to artuign z: 
Of a memory frail ſhe then pertly indited, 
A ball lately promis'd, but no ſoul invited: 
But as ſhe'd depreciate from no body's merit, 
(For that ſhews a baſe and d fpirit) + > 
She bids me reſume my too indolent quill ; 
(I take it, well pleas'd her commands to fulfil) 
She ſung honqur loſt,» now bet; thetne the reverſe; / 
And honour retriev d is her willinger verſas 
Now a gaudy cgllatidn, and elegant ball, 
Aloud for the muſes! encomiums do call. 
The gay chearful bowls, to give ſpirits, O Dent 
With | innocent mirth, wit, . 
| In 


- 
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In demth quite ſufficient to drown pining care, 

For what had that troubleſome gueſt to do there? 

Thus gaily time flew, till Aurora the bright 
Peep'd in thro the ſanttera, to view the _—_— Win 


Tho' my Nupid head 8 eee no nn > 0 0dt 
Where honour unhurt to creep out might eſſay ; 
Tho' I ſearch'd all about for a lvep+hole in vain, 
Be ſure I was blind, for the road is quite plain; 

A bright golden key with eaſe open d the door, 
Whenge honour ſoon iſſu'd as whole as before, 


Now ye belles and ye beaux who love to be gay, 
And indulge your goòd humour; to Holt come away t 
Come you who are ſad, and by ſorrow oppreſt, 
Twill drive from your boſom the pining, pale gueſt. 
Come you who, want health, for at Holt "ou may fu] 
A cure for the body, as well as the mind. 


* 
res | (31 1 1 1 


E are in number three times three, 
And all of the ſame pedigree; 
An awkward, queer, and crooked race, 
This wants a hack, and that a face; 
 *Mongſt all, but one that's ſtrait you ſee, 
Ilbe eldeſt of the family; 


t & 3 
Yet he's the pooreſt of us all; 7 i 
Moſt win does to the e fall. 


We ate of ors farvide dund: 
The buſy active world around ; 
So uſeful; that were we away, 
Commerce would fail; arid trade decay. 


Whilſt ſingle, poor we ſtill remain, 
But married riches quickly gain; 
For which the wedded life we chuſe, 
Nor often do a mate refuſe. | 
Like Jews. with our own tribe we a... 
Nor take a ſtranger to our bed. | 
Like Turks, more wives than one we take; 
By which we do our fortunes ns. 11 
Sone Gegner round fac'd * — . 5 
| oft' frequent our company ; 
Alliance ſeek, and kindred claim, i 
In hopes thereby to raiſe their fame: 
But they are wretched poor 'tis known; 
Not worth a farthing while alone: 
Vet if they once our love obtain, 
And join with us 1 in hymen's chain, 
We thrive apace, and ſoon become . 5 
Immenſely rich, and quickly get a plum: 


=» 
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- The Young Lady's Tal. 


”» 


By Dr. Bowoxx. 


i | QUYLVIA, in in you vod erde wy 
a | The . cuſation I have laid: * 

' Your witty, criminal excuſes, Ss 

Prove your intrigues with all the muſes, * 

Your guilty commerce with the nine, J 
Appears from each harmonious line; 
Your guilt increaſes—fince tis fit, 
We now add modeſty to wit. 


r read OM wa 
Held at their temple near the ſkies, 0 

The cauſe was fairly tried at large, ee e A 
And you found guilty of the charge. 
The muſes gave in their teport, 2 
Vnſpotted witneſſes at court, "i 
Fancy can raiſe—her cauſe to plead, 
Poetic counſel from the dead. 
Departed bards—an awful flow, 


. Roſe from Elyſian bowers below, 
By Mercury ſubpcena'd all, 
Bright cohorts croud the heay'nly ball, 


* 1 
And round the court attentive preſt. 
In myrile wands, andlaupel dreſt. 
In jury ſome impannelid ſate ..-: 
To hear the elegant debate: | 2 
While Pallas to prevent all jar, 
Sat umpire of the heay/nly bar: 


For feuds, ſometimes, like thoſe below, 
Will in immortal boſoms glow. 


Now every witneſs being try'd, 
(Tho ſome ſay Cupid was deny d) 
Without much pauſe, they ſoon withdome, 
And verdict gave, the charge was true; | 
For Clio ſwore point-blank one . ; 


That you had ſtole her harp ay. 
Thalia clos'd it with à vπ] .m 8 
She ſaw you pluck a laurel venir: 
A third depos'd,. you climb'd the bill... 
And drank the hippocrenian nil: : 

I faw, vou too, Urania ſaid, - 
In concert with the Pythian . 
From her with enigmatic flight, . | 
You learnt dark adele to write.“ 


Then Coty e FED need we more, 
Examine witneſſes, a ſcore? 
And Prior ſaid, twas all a jeſt 
Celeſtial counſel to conteſt: 8 
So Waller 


ee Lady was famous for writing Zaigmas, 


L 68 J 
Waller and Congreve too were there, 


And Wicherly began to ſwear: 5 . N e Ft} 


But Pallas murmur'd, and was With * P3114 £13 
To take the rebel poet's oath ; — 
While Dryden's ſhade with iodding bow, dN f 


Shook all the laurels on his brow w 


Pope's ſatyr- ghoſt ſtood mute vithile, out 104 


But ſoon conſented with à ſmile. 49 ◻ 


Then ſentence paſs d- the court was wy 
Pallas condemn'd,—and Sylvia bluſh'd i || 


Loud rung the ſound—and every muſe, - au a 
O'er W aig nc 142197 BOD. 


id-m0q $19W} os) WA 
Thus dee hee re to "WT e. 
At the next poets petty ſeſſton: olg KilsHT 


And Iris, herald of the eburt, e Wl 2G 


Attends yOu with tis repo, b fads A 
| »$2b ba 
Then clos'd the books—ah&'c court witddrew; 
Back to the ſkies, the muſes ea 
And poets tir d with noiſy law, and light, 
Again to ſhades, and ns la 
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NDICTED, try'd, and ſentence paf}, 
And can I then unheard be caſt. 
No witneſs for me call'd upon, 
No brief for lawyer wiſe to con. 
No friend in court, no counſel pleading, 
I vow fir, e e- e un 


The jury it 1s plain wis pocht 

The judge too but I'd not detract, 

Yet fame reports there judges be. 

Not proof againſt a handſome fee ; .. 

And tis well known that in paſt time, 
Some Judges have been brib'd in rhyme, , 
And you might here 2 bribe indite, -. 

And being Pallay' favourite, 

Praiſe might this female umpire blind, 

To give a verdif to your mind ; 

Falſhood may goddeſſes inſpire 

Orelſe old Homer is a liar; 

Tis known the muſes on you dote, 

And ftill inſpir'd each line you wrote: 

Apollo told me t'other day, 

(And who'll diſpute what he ſhall ſay,) 

He ſaw you in th', Aonian grove, 

| Wich all the muſes hand and gloye, | 1 
7 F 3 | While 
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While Clio and her tuneful fellows, 

Careſs d you ſo, he's almoſt jealous, Z 
They led you up Parnaſſub hill, 

Each gave you an inſpir'd quill, 

Thoſe quills were pluck'd from ſwans that play, 
In Helicon their time away. j 60.) 
Then with you to Apalio ran, bn I 
And thus Calliope begaeꝛ:n ee 
O Phcebus, ſee before thy throne, 

The bard.thow'ft ever ſhone upon, 

For him thy faithful tram demand., 

A wreath of el, m thy hand. 


This ſpeech, ao he loves yoo dear, 171 a0] 
Apollo did not like to hear, | wear . 4 
Wiſh'd any other of the nine, Rings non jor! ' 
Had aſk'd this favour at his ſhrine, | 1 ber T. 
Vet well acquainted with your merit, 1h 
He wou'd not ſhew ſo mean a ſpirit, nf 
As thro' a jealous whim to pauſe, dd by 
Or break his old eftabliſh'd laws; 
Then from his laurel throne he 455 
A blooming crown with cheerful look, © - 
And ſmiling ſpoke with gracious'air, © 
This wreath of bays immortal ny" LAWO1134 2.4 
For by Calliope's bright eyes, 
1 {wear none more deſerves the prize, 


Now fir, tis probable you thought, 
That none to me this news had brought, 


. 
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But ſee how things unſeen belal,» . 
Laſt week Apollo told me all ; 


He farther ſaid, and ſwore * tas us, wh 


His girls juſt any thing wou'd do, 


Which you ſhou'daſk, nor ſtick to ſwear, . 


To any thing you ſhou'd prepare, 


And you, could things be brought to light, 


Might this ſurpriſing bill indite. 


His godſhip too was pleas'd to ſay, . 


You, for my trial, choſe a day, 
When be was to Qlympus gone, 
Some moſt important buſineſs on, 
That altho' Pallas be ſo wiſe, 
She every cauſe in wiſdom tries ; 
Apollo ſays, tis only he 
Can judge 'twixt rhyme and poetry ; 
He ſays, that in his antient laws, 
Tis thus decreed in ev'ry cauſe, _ .. 
That when a female priſoner's brought, 
Juſt in the act of rhyming caught, 
Fair Venus and her fon appear, 

And oftentimes the priſoner clear, 
For if on Homer's deathleſs page, 


They'll ſwear they never could engage 
The priſoners muſe for them to write, 


Tho! oft they teaz'd her to indite, 

They deem her but a rhyming wit, 

And inſtantly the maid acquit, 
es 


For 


1 
(For rhyming wits vaſt ſhoals there be, 
Who ſtrangers are to poetry, a 
Had theſe been call'd, I'd not been OY 
Nor ſucha partial ſentence paſt; | 
He likewiſe faid, I do aſſure ye, 
Had Homer been upon the jury, 
Or Juvenal that ſharp penn'd wight, 
With Virgil ſweet, or Horace bright, 
Had theſe with Milton's lofty ghoſt, 
Been ſummon'd from the Stygian coaſt, 
And all my rhymes before them plat d, 41 
They'd cry'd e'er half thoſe ſcrawls they'd war, 
That tho' I could both read and write, (04 
There was no colour to indite, 
*Twas evident in every line, 
I was no couſin of the nine, 
Had never climb'd Parnaſſus hill, 
Nor ſip'd of the Pierian rill, 
Nor Helicon e'er dip'd my quill in, 
So i ignoramus brought the bill in. ö 


' Now as the cafe at preſent ſtands, 

I am advis'd upon all hands 
To anſwer nor unjuſtly bear, 
The load of bays I'm doom'd to wear, 
But fore Apollo bring my cauſe, 
| When try'd by old poetic laws, 
Theſe will acquit from all offence, 

And ſhew the world my innocence, 
And not content with the report, 

Remove it to a higher court. 
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Cum nd db cher d * 


Were met, when Cupid ET gay, 
Addreſs d him thus with chearful ſmile, 


What ſay you, ſhall we chat awhile? 
And briſkly thus diſcourſe purſues, oY 


Pray, has your godſhip heard the news? | | 


What news, I prithee, Plutus th "wh 
And thus love's deity replyd: 

The news is ſtrange Imuſt conſefs, 5 
But certain true, ſir, ne ertheleſs. 
This morn beſore gay Hymen's ſhrine; 
Low bow'd the favourite of the _ 
Apollo' s ſon, ſo known'to fame, 


What need I mention B-WD-N's 3 y 0 


In vain you try d your gilded arts, 
In vain you threw your — 
He view'd them all with cold diftlain, 


His heart deſpis'd your golden ch.: 


Yet yielded to my gentle ſway,” 
Well pleas'd ee to — 


But had you ben the tovely "OM ; 
With which I ehoſe his heart to warm, 
You'd own, than man he muſt be more, 


pi That cou'd behold, and not adore. - » 


-- 
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But 
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But what's her ſhape, her air, her face, 
Tho' here a Venus, there a grace, 

In competition with the mind. 
Within that lovely form inſhrin'd. 
There virtue ſhines ſerenely bright, 
Nor flaſhes with a borrow'd light, 
Above the falſe afleQed arts 
Praftis'd by prudes on worthleſs hearts : 
Yet chaſtity fair, modeſt, wiſe. 
Still reigns triumphant in her eyes, 
And bids them ſhine with chaſten'd fire, 
To check each ſpark of looſe defire; 
Sweet 1 there ſhines ſerene, 
And ſpeaks th” untaintedſoul within ; 
Good-nature, with attractive grace, 

. Smiles on each rape of her Bo: 


> Way manners aan eaſy, =_ 
Join'd with polite civility; | 


A ſtranger to all vain expence,. 
Lib'ral, without. extravagance; ; 
Diſcretion guides the prudent fair, | 
Tells when to ſpend, and when to "a 1 


In ſylvan ſhades ſhe lay retir dd 
Fron all the joys by fools admir'd ; 
Ded the works, and-foarn/dim-tove,. 
Its wealth, its pleaſures, ſhow and noile, 


— 
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But ah, too low my mule's ſtrain 
To paint the fair ; ſhe ſtrives in vain! 
But wou'd you the ſoft portrait vie vd, 
The bright reſemblance juſt and e | 
By nature painted, void of art, 

You'll find it drawn: on B-wD-N TOY 


Hail happy pe pair, how greatly blel, 
Of all you wiſh on earth poſleſled! . 
May no croſs accident deſtroy 
Your happineſs, nor taint your joy! 
May you forever bleſs the bands 
Which yours till death your willing noms 


Ye youths the fair n view. - | 
Admire his condutt, and purſue; 
Pſhaw, Plutus cry'd, tis nonſenſe all; 
Not one in fifty minds thy call. 41 
Stop there; ſaid love, ti your ge. 
By me, and nature, they'd be taught; 


(For nature ismy faithful friend: 


But when my call they would attend, 
You wily throw by ſly: ſurpriſei 
Your dazzling duſt full in their eyes: 
Such aukward matches long you've made, 
Hymen's aſham'd to own his trade; 


He ſighing told me t other ni gilt. 


Vour pranks had ſcandaliz d him quite = ' | 4 
You ſend ſuch couples to his {kirine,,) | 
It makes him weep-their hands to join- 
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Gay youth to age you make hin tie, 
And beauty to deformity / 
And when antipathies unite, - 

Like dog and cat they 3 and be, 
Repent, and rave, and tug in vain, 

To break the heavy golden chain. | 
And when it galls, poor Hymen's e 
The fault is in your magie duſt. 5 
On you their fury let them fate, 

Nor curſe, like fools, the married ſtate, 
Yet Hymen tells me pairs there be, 

Are ſent by neither you, nor me; 
Wild paſſion broke from reaſon's rein, 
Sends many a pair to buy his chain; 
And folly too, by fancy's aid, © 
Much childiſh work has for him made, 
And very much diſgrac'd his trade ; 
But to his honour be it fpoke, 

The ſwain who bought to day his yoke, 
By me and nature was direfted,” 

And your . r n . 


Hey 3 1 Nun wird d'y run? 
I beg your pardon, fir, I've done, 
Said love; and Plutus thus rejoin d; 
Vou preach, child to the waves and wind; 
My patience you have worn to death, 
And rail'd yourſelf quite out of breath. 
Vet know, fond boy, in vain you bawl, 
And might as well paſt time recal; . 


CT. 9 I 

Turn nature's courſe, make folly wile,” 8 <rp1 

As make the world „ eee f 5 
Or follow ſuch a blinking elf, 43991 
When I appear, 'and:ſhew my DG" l as 615 N 

My ſlaves, mankind, in general are: 

I rule the old, the young, the fair: 9 

Tho' now, and then, it may be true, 
A rural pair will bow o Smn.J!. 
be eee eee but Eau? 


— 
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Send fifty pair for one of thine; 
And thus it ever ſhall remain, 5, A 
Then {pen thy breath no more in ain, 2 
So long I've liſften'd to thy prate, 
I ſhan't Olympus, reach dee an Ns 511K 
Then peeviſh ſought the gloomy gladle. - 
And Cupid flew to B. WD- N' hade. . 
7 . * $: Y 
A in a verdant meadow An 
My muſe and I like friends were talking; ; 

There is, ſhe cry'd, a blooming mad. 
To charm all hearts by nature made ; 
As ſoft and ſweet as evening gales, 
By zephyrs fan'd o'er fragrant vales. 

| Good-nature triumphs in her heart. 
Open, ſincere, and void of art:: 

2 | Serene, 


L 8] 
Serene, and gentle, eaſy, free; 32 2rutcn mal 
With unaffefied modeſty; j: 1 4 
Forever chearful, ſometimes ga, "toi 1) 
, Yet e IIA +> os gd 
A breaſt 8 a. 
To feel, and eaſe another's w e : 
Generous, benevolent, and kind rtr 
Sound judgment; ſolid ſenſe reſin dl 
Diſcretion all her actions guides 
And prudence o'er ber tongue ꝓreſices; b 
Obliging ſweetneſs round her plays, 
With ſuch benign, attraftive rays, Ot 0% 
That all eſteem, admire, and lave,''' 
And envy's Ielf is forc'd tapproves 1 tb 
One only to her charms as bland, J b 
And in herſelf that one you find, 
More free, pure nature void of taint 
Can't be, from affeQation's paint; 
Amidſt the ſmiles of fortune bred, 
Improv d by art, by nature led: 
With all polite embelliſhments 
Th' N e ARTE 3, 
Tho thus adorn d the lovely fair, 
And rais'd aloft. by fortune's care ; c 
Yet humble as the cottage maid, 
Like her in innocence array'd. ot bas eln 


How ſew in 1 0. thoughtleſs morn, 
Do ſuch a croud of charms adorn ? 
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And of thoſe few, how ftw are free Þ qt bs N 
Like her from pride amd vaity 7; = 
F169 71: % at Yor: 199 42h _ 
Now tell we as we be thc" Met 5e 8 
Whoſe pithire tis, —— BOWL © 


The maid you juMy' paint fo bright: - * 
I anſwer, can be none but Kier. 1 
£165} 23 bn dul e. ? G. n 
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form me twice < rwelye negroes join, 


for e by 
Alike my name, though not my ſhape, | 
A wolf, a lamb, a man, or ape. 

A pen, a peacock, cloud or cheeſe; | | 
Or any form my makers pleaſe. 7 


Like cleyſter d nun a veil I wear, -V15 C7 
| Moſt nicely wrought with art and « carey 7 8 
From top to toe Im ſhrowded o'er, _ n 
Leſt wits my latent ſhape ON; Fan of 
But as inquiring mortals pry 
Into whate'er does hidden 3 Bo N 
Who form'd me, to aſſiſt their fake, 1887 | 
Afford ſome little tracts of light, 3 
And in my veil ſome loop-holes make, 
Through which imperfeR views they take: 


FIT" 
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Wheti thap Abe an ndl band; | 
And I to view expoſed ſtand; 
My veil is rent in ev'ry part, 
By perforations not of art. 
Through which cock criow ger. x 
May at one glance my form deſery: 

But ſee th' inconſtant mind of man, 
What long h' has labour'd hard to ſcan. 
When once diſcover'd, charms no more; 
| n . 


— — 2 
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Thus Im purſu'd with hops ao . 
And with inquiring ſtudy ſought; 

But once unveil'd, they're ſatisfy d, 

And with negle&t I'm thrown * 
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Bvzznie triller, prithee ceafe; % 
Let, O let, me be at peace; 
Why this teazing, and perplexing? | 
Sure thou tak ſt delight in vexing w* 
Leave this fond impertinence, 
Take thy giddy flight from hence; ; 
Wing thro! yielding ait thy way, 

Or for th offence thy life ſhall pay; 
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Humming e on nimble wing; 
Thus reply d the buſy Gal 8 
It I take delight to vex, M 4 
I but imitate your ex; 5 p 12. r 
Vou pleaſure take in giving pain, 8 
And weave with art a galling chain. 5 HP; 
Chloe, I ſaw you t'other day, 

When Damon came, young,. blithe, and gay; 
You ſpread your charms; and ſmil'd es; 
And look'd ſo like th Idalian queen, 1 
A willing captive Damon © -10 48 
But when his pain he try'd to tell, | 
How chang'd your face? how N your air 7 
All haughty, cold, reſerv'd, ſevere. 

Ah! Chloe, leave ſuch ill-judg'd art. 


, * . * . 
4 {Ov : 
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ill only hold the worthleſs heart 14 


Good nature, with a modeſt mind, 
And kindneſs, with diſcretion join'd, 
Muſt hold the heart, that's worth retaining, 


Tho' beauty may aſſiſt in gaining. £ 
Let nature guide with innocence; _* © | 
Art drives away the man of ſenſe, | . * 
E 1 "oF 0 N. Fer ap 0 : 
4 | 

Lg may awhile bright reaſon tied, | 

And veil its radiant beams ; 3 

Vet ſoon its rays diſpels that cloud. 


With friendly piercing gleams. Ar 
s 6 Tho 


- > 
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Tho” fie a time obſeur d it nes, ö 
Yet then all dazzling bright; 
Tvwill with redoubled luſtre riſe, | 
And bine with clearer light- 


Reaſon may be ſurpriz'd by love, 
And bound in filken chain; ; 
Yet that ſoft cord too weak will prove, 
12 will take its turn to reign. | 
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FT reverend age may juſtly claim reſpect, 
I ought not to be treated with neglett op 


For Neſtor's ſelf was but a child to me, 
Nor of wy age liv'd one-fifth part to ſee. 


Yet I by few am treated as I ought, 
Altho' I'm with unnumber'd bleſſings fraught ; 
By many (to their endleſs ſhame be't {poke) 
Im looſely turn'd to ridicule and joke; 
Theſe willingly would baniſh me the nation, 


But ſpite of ſuch 1 ſtill maintain my ſtation. = 


” ay 
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In eaſtern regions I, when young, was found, 
Thence travel'd half this ſpacious globe around ; 
To Britain ſixteen hundred years ago 

I came, a friend to man, foe to his foe. 


I'm, tho? an ancient, yet a merry blade, 
Gay wit and hoſpitality I aid ; 
And introduce ſong, dance, and 8 play; 
Hence ſtill a favourite with the young and gay. 
Plac'd by a ſkilful mathematic hand, 
I in acertain place conſpicuous ſtand, 
In roſy robes I there eternal ſhine, 
And in my train three followers no leſs fine. 
I with my preſence hoary winter grace, 
But fly e're ſprightly ſpring diſplays its face. 
| Ladies, I'm very near you, nay don't ſtart, 
But to receive me open wide your heart. 


Advice to a young Lady lately married. 


DB Peggy, ſince the ſingle ſtate 
You've left, and choſe yourſelf a mate; 

Since metamorphos'd to a wife, 

And bliſs or woe's enſur d for life, 

A friendly muſe the way would ſhew 

To gain the bliſs, and miſs the woe. 
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But firſt of all, I muſt ſuppoſe 
You've with mature reflection choſe; 
And this premis'd, I think you may 
Here find to married bliſs the way. 


Small is the province of a wife, 
'And narrow is her ſphere in life; 
Within that ſphere to move aright 
Should be her principal delight; 
To guide the houſe with prudent care, 
And properly to ſpend and ſpare; 
To make her huſband bleſs the day 
He gave his liberty away ; 

To form the tender infant mind; 
Theſe are the taſks to wives aſſign'd; 
Then never think domeſtic care 
Beneath the notice of the fair; 

But daily your affairs inſpect, 

That nought be waſted by neglect. 
Be frugal plenty round you ſeen, 
And always keep the golden-mean. 


Be always clean, but ſeldom fine, 
Let decent neatneſs round you ſhine; 
If once fair decency be fled, | 
Loveſoon deferts the gemal bed. 


To houſhold niceneſs don't attend, 
A proper medium I commend ; 
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Some of our ſex miſtake in this, 
Too anxious ſome, ſome too remiſs, | 
The early days of wedded life, 
Are oft o'ercaſt by childiſh ſtrife ; 
Then be it your pecuhar care, 
To keep that ſeaſon bright and fair ; 
For then's the time by gentle art 
To fix your empire in his heart. 
With kind obliging carriage ſtrive 
To keep the lamp of love alive; 
For ſhould it thro' negle& expire, 
No art again can light the fire. 


To charm his reaſon dreſs your mind, 
Till love ſhall be with friendſhip join'd; 
Rais'd on that baſis, twill endure, 

From time, and death itſelf ſecure. 


Be ſure you neer for pow'r contend, 
Nor try by tears to gain your end; 
Sometimes the tears which cloud our eyes, 
From pride and obſtinacy riſe; © 
Heav'n gave to man ſuperior ſway, 

Then heav'n and him at once obey. 


Let ſullen frowns your brow ge'er cloud; 
Be always chearful, never loud ; 
Let trifles never diſcompoſe 
Your features, temper, or repoſe. - 
| | "vs" 
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Abroad for happineſs ne'er roam : 
True happineſs reſides at home; 
Still make your partner eaſy there, 
(Man finds abroad ſufficient care.) 
If every thing at home be right, 
He'll always enter with delight; 
Your converſe he'll prefer to all 
Thoſe cheats the world does pleaſure call : 
With chearful chat his cares beguile, 
And always meet him with a ine. 


Should paſſion e'er his foul deform, 
Serenely meet the burſting ſtorm; 
Never in wordy war engage, 

Nor ever meet his rage with rage. 
With all our ſex's ſoftening art - 
Recal loſt reaſon to his heart ; 
Thus calm the tempeſt in his breaſt, 
And ſweetly ſooth his ſoul to reſt. 


Beſure you ne 'er arraign his ſenſe; 
Few huſbands pardon that offence; 
*Twill diſcord raiſe, diſguſt it breeds, 

And hatred certainly ſucceeds. 
Then ſhun, O ſhun that fatal ſhelf, 

- Still think him wiſer than yourſelf; 
And if you otherwiſe would b'lieve, 


Neœ er let him ſuch a thought perceive. 


L* } 
Wen cares/inviade-yolur partner's dean, 5 


Bear you a ſympathiſing part. 


And kindly claim your ſhare of pain, 


* 


aft 
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And half his troubles full fuſtain; io 20110 511 B 


From dawn of morn till ſhade en. | 


To pleaſe him nee aud: Har 
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But now, eee I hear vναe f |. 


B - 


Shall ſhe pretend, Q@-yamty.! NU Bt £40) ! 1A 


To lay ae een walls} 1 
Who never wandenleltarginte © i: "Oy 
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I own you've. ample cauſc tobe, 108 


And bluſhing throw the pen aſide. 
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To a Lady who adopted he foreping Po 


OT e. ” 


O EÆſop ſays, 3 Vain, 
As hopping o'er the verdant plain, 
The party-colour'd plumage found. 
A peacock gay had dropt around, 
And in the gaudy, {bining veſt, 
Himſelf the filly creature dreſt ; 
Now with diſdain the daws he . 
5 G 4 
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A » & 
There 
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There proudly firutted up and down; 
And vow'd each one nao, 


The birds of Juno eyd him t6und, Hod! 
. ub & 
Around him inſtantiy they gather, 
And each began to pluck a feather, 
Diſrob'd him of his pilfer d pride. 
And thus with indignation-cry'd; | + 
Thou filly, vain, affected elt, 
Be gone, and learn to know thyſelf. 


Sore mortify'd with this difgrace, 
He ſaught the daws with humbled pace; 
There met deriſion, jokes and ſneers, 
Loud mocks, and ridiculing jeers. 


Like fable fays, a lang aeg d aſs, 
Chanc'd by a lion's ſkin to paſs; 
+ Which o'er his own he proudly plac'd,. 
And thus with borrowed glory grac'd, 
He ſtrutting to the paſtures hie'd; 
See, I'm a lion, firs, he ey 
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The flocks, and herds, with wonder ar, 
And for a while were ſorely ſcar d: 
But ſoon his owner paſſing by, 

The vain pretender, chanc'd to ſpy; 
His head he views, his bray he hears, 
And knew him by his voice, and ears, 
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And plucking off the lordly Kin, tet aft 
Ex pos d the filly aſs within. 17 
Faſt ran the flocks, and herds, ebe 
This transformation to behold ; | yoy tied ati 
The panic baniſh'd from each breaſt, 
Tho' late their dread, he's now their jeſt. 


Now had thefe-two contented been, 
With what wiſe nature dreſs'd them in, 
This juſt contempt they ne'er had borne, | 
Nor been the mark of public ſcorn + + ++: | / 1 
With thoſe, it thus ſhall ever fare, 
ws ſock 20g Yn ſphere. 15 

By theſa eee grow Wan . 

Nor ſtrive on borrow'd wings to riſe; 
Attempt no more your fame ee EY 
By pilfering another's lays. 
Thofe'talents nature gave, nee 
And in the ſphere, ſhe deſtines, . 
Here duty call'd, then be't your care, 
| To ſhine with all your luſtre there. v4, 


To follow nature 's juſt, and wiſe, 
To drive her, folly only tries: ? 
Yet fruitleſs all its efforts prove; - 
She may be led, but can't be drove. 
Then reſt contented with your lot; 
Nor try to ſeem. what you are not. 


90 ] 
And let it ne'er your heart forſake; - 
Bid reaſon deep engrave'it there, + 
*Tis beſt you or rp #98 are. 
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As 
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| hin neither form, nor ſubſtance, but a ſound, 

Yet tho' unſeen, give many a mortal wound; 
And when a deep and deadly blow I deal, 
No balm on earth can cure, no art can heal ; 
From pole to pole ſhould ſuch a victim fly, 
A gnawing vulture in his breaſt Lhe. ' 
I ia the tend'reſt boſom fix my dart. 
Pointed with anguiſh and corroding ſmart; 


More deeply wound in life's gay ſprightly ſpring, * 


In gens ages effect is 1 bes 


LI uninvited j join ae ings. 

And boldly bid the ſtateſman hold his tongue; 
Nay majeſty itſelf, if I command, | 
Muſt, for awhile, in W * e land. 


- When the bleak eaſt howls o'er the frozen plains, | 
And nature fetter'd lies in icey chains, 
I flouriſh moſt, and viſit here and there, 
To church a moſt unwelcome gueſt repair: 
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On 


. 


On the attentive audience often breæk4, 

And ſometimes louder than the preacher ſneak.” 
Welcome to none, a teaſing, painful gueſt, - 
I rob of peace, and eaſe the tortur'd breaſt, 
When tir'd nature ſeeks for loft rep 
I long forbid the weary eyes to cloſe; ' © 
This way and that they turn, but turn in vain, a 
When ſleep would bind, I break the — * 
On rich balſamic nectar love to feaſt; Of ett 0 
Such dulcet food is ſuited to my taſte : 1 4 
By theſe ſweet draughts awhile I'm lull'a to hep, 
Then riſe with fury from the eg 
And to be fed again aloud Lcrave, 
Yet in theſe luſcious cups oft' meet my grave: 
Sometimes ſuperior to each art I riſe, © 27 200.644 
Unmov'd by parents tears, or lover's ſighs ; 
Aloud I triumph o'er my languid prey, 
And low in duſt my meagre victim lay. 


The LADY and the PIMPLE, 


A FA 2 L K. 


313022 in ſhape, in face, and air, 
Might with the brighteſt belle compare, 
But who's exempt from pains and woes? 
Upon her cheeks a pimple roſe : 
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The blemiſh fill'd her ſoul with grief, 
From phyſic's art ſhe ſought relief; 
In vain their ſxill the doctor's try'd, 
The pimple all their power defy d, 
With pining woe ſhe ſunk oppreſs d, 
And peace . * anxious breaſt; 


Thou . * ſcab, ſhe ſaid, 


Thus to deform ſo fair a maid!. 


What! could'ſt thou find no other place, 


To ſhew thyſelf, but in my face? 

A face ſo blooming, ſmooth, and bright, 
The women's envy, men's delight, 

Alas! the men will gaze no more ; 

No more they'll praiſe, no more adore ; 
No more the women's ſpleen will riſe ; 


No more they'll view with enyious eyes: 


Men will neglect, and women ſcorn : 
O ſhocking ! tis not to be borne. 
No, hateful thing, I'll make thee fly, 


Or in the glorious conteſt die. 


With that ſhe call'd a ſurgeon' s aid; 


The pimple's gone, the plaiſter laid; 


But ah, no art could heal the wound, 
And rankling humour's ſpread around. 


- More wretched now, ſhe loath'd the light, 
She pin'd by day, nor ſlept by night; . 
ng” Vexation, 
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Val NY grief, 234 pain, 
Soon brouglit conſumption with der n; 
Who never left her, hapleſs prey, | 
4885 in the arms of death ee 


Reſembling this was Delia s fate; 
She fancy d that the ſingle ſtate 
On female merit much reflected, 


Cauſe folks might think, the men negleQed; 


And laughing cry, in ſpightful prate, 
Poor girl, ſhe cannot get a mate. 
Of death ſhe ſcarce was more afraid, 
Than that dire epithet, Old maid. 
She fain would do like other folk, 
And, like her neighbours, wear a yoke; 
For, O! ſhe muſt expire with one | 
If call'd by ſuch an odious name. 


Thus fancy in bid heals had ik 

The name, a real ill ſhe thought; 

And when a worthleſs ſwain apply'd, 

Devoid of love, became a bride; © 

Herſelf to fancy ſacrific'd, | 
And took a mate her ſoul deſpis'd ; 

| Scar'd by an idle bugbear name, 

A real wretch for life became, 


Thus oft' ſome trifling ill to ſhun, 
We into fatal miſchi eis run ; 
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And to avoid one woe, tho' ſmall, 
We into twenty great ones fall. 
That one, perhaps, ſome trifling ſtain, 
Or evil merely of the brain, 
Which only fancy makes a pain. 

Nay, oft' the fear of future ills _ 

Our ſouls with ſecret terror fills, 

Ills, which may never be our fate; 
Ws, which wild fancy does create; 
Which to avoid, like fools, we fly, 
And plunge in certain miſery,” -- 


Tis not the real ills of life 
(Tho' ev'ry ſtate with woes is rife) 
That pierce us with perpetual pain, 
And daily make the world complain; 
Our own opinion gives the ſmart ; 
Imagination wounds the heart. 


% 


Happy the breaſt where reaſon reigns ; 
Its fears are few, and few its pains ; 

Few ills, few cares, few griefs it knows, 
- And only ſmarts for real woes. 
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| 5 | 
| bu youth ere reaſon's taught to ſway, 
And wanton fancy reigns ; ng 5 
We think the world an endleſs ſource RO 
Ofreal joys contains. |, 
n rtf 
Cay pleafure freas her various charms of 
Alluring ev ry fenſe: hut 
The paſſions yet unitliſciplin'd 91 
All arm in her defence. * hl 1 
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The heart expands to take her in, | 
And 'gainſt our peace conſpires; 

Gay wiſhes riſe, whilſt flattering bope 
Secures our fond deſires. 


IV, 
Then diſappointment ſteps between, ; 
Or if we gain the prize, | ads O 
The wiſh'd-for bright enchanting ſcene, 
In dull poſſeſſion dies. er ad 


nN. s 7 # 
fl a ens, — 
l Each earthly wiſh how vain; . 
While thoſe like airy bubbles burſt. 
And theſe conclude in pain. | On 


$5 


[96] 


on Recovery rom the Small-Pox by Inoculation, 


A TAR my muſe; and tune thy lyre, 
Let joyous gratitude thy ſtrains . ass 
Let all my ſoul aſcend in praiſe, 318 
And all her powers with ardour raiſe 
To Him, who bleſt thoſe means, which reaſon's voice 
Bade human prudence make its choice, 
To free the mind from anxious fears, 
And eaſier make my future years; 
Years, if my Gop permit my glaſs to run; 
It not, his heav'nly will be done. 
Be it my conſtant care to keep 
My lamp till burning, if 1 *wake or ſleep; -- 
Then ſhall my foul be free from fears, 2 
Nor does it matter when pale death appears. 
| II. i 
O thou benign, whoſe all-direQng hand 
A bleſling gave to human ſkill, 
And bad'ſt ſucceſs attendant ſtand, _ 
How ſhall my full o'er-flowing heart 
Its thankful ſentiments impart ! 
Firm in thy ſtrength I plac'd my traſt,' + 
Nor reſted on frail, feeble duſt; : | 
With low ſubmiſſion to thy will 


„ 


My fervent pray'rs aroſe, 


To bleſs thoſe means which prudence choſe; 


Nor did my {ins or frailties interpoſe 


To blaſt thoſe pray'rs, they reach'd the "many 


Propitious mercy on them ſmil'd; 


Nor didſt thou leave me, nor forſake thy child; 
For this my ſoul ſhall ey'ry day 


Her grateful adorations pay; 


And praiſe ſincere, tho lowly, riſe; OY 


And O!] let all the world agree 
To place their confidence in thee : 
On each deſign thy bleſſing crave, ; |. 


Since none * will ean kill, or ſave; 


2% 1. 
Nature, chy lubſtitute a 
Which wiſeſt councils ddes beſtow, 


Thus ſpoke, behold where gracious providence; 


With pity mov'd, and full of love immenſe, 
Benignly merciful, and kind, 


Points out a way by which mankind a 


With ſafety o'er that dreadful gulf may ſteer, 
Where myriads periſh each revolving year: 
Then ſince thy Maker ſmooths the wave, 
Don't thou refuſe thyſelf to ſave, 
But wiſely truſt him with the life he gave; 
If to that truſt in pow r divine, 
By judgntent led, thou wiſely join 
For chriſtian graces, conſtant pray'r, 
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IV. 
But Of my ſtrains unequal riſe, 
And with my grateful heart too poorly ſympathize, 
To praiſe that pow'r whoſe nds: 
In mercy wafted to my natal land, 
This falutary way to ſhun 
The fatal fury of a dire diſeaſe, 
And that malignant rage appeaſe 
Which its ten thouſands has undone. 
How many, all their hopes and comforts ctoſs'd, 
Weep a lov d partner, child, or parent loſt ? 
Beauty's fair field t has oft' in ruins laid, 
And kill'd the peace of many a lovely maid ; 
For O! few females can deſpiſe ; 
Thoſe charms which catch the gazer's eyes, 


| Wo ' OT 8 
Nor thou, O B- Wp-xN, nor yet F-N-$ refuſe 
The tribute of a graieful muſe. © 
The firſt by nature form'd, and art 
To act the wiſe phyſician's part, 
Preſcrib'd the way to make the dire diſeaſe 
With ſoften'd ſymptoms gently ſeize; 
The other fraught with judgment, care and ſkill, 
From preſent danger free, and future ill, 
Safe led me thro” an eaſy road 
Again to health's ſerene abode. 
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MAN more. happy than BzvuTzs. 


ND did the omnipotent, eternal mind, 
Supremely gocd, benevolent; and kind. 

Create to preſent pain, atid future woe, 
His laſt beſt work, his maſter- piece below; 
To be the greateſt wretoli beneath the fan ? 
50 he in happineſs by btutes ontdbne? 
At ſuch a thought thy fhudd'ring ſoul retires, 
And — to —— God vm | 


Had man to tives ein, obedience i 
Nor death; nor pain; nor fortow; had he knowl. 
View heav'nly pity now to low-fall'n duſt ; 

A promis d Savidur's made his hope and truſts 
He evffies; attend the gracious voice of heav't, 
Believe; repeht; obey; and be forgiv'n ; 
His blood ſhall all thy frailties waſh away, 

And purge from ſtains thy fin polluted clay. 
Amazing love! fee heav'n's paternal care, 
To make man eaſy here, and happy there. 
To virtue and to vice, its laws ordain 

Eternal pleafure, or eternal pain. 

Befere man, life and death are plae d by heav'n, 
A And which man chuſes, ſhall to man be giv'n; 
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What ſtronger motives could enforce its laws! 
If man be wretched _ 'tis man's the caule. 


Ev'n in this low prbüliwhrp ſtate, 1 
Man has no reaſon to complain of = z 
Tho' various woes ariſe,—lince time began, 
Ne er truly wretched was the virtuous man. 
Afflictions, guided by almighty love, 
If properly apply'd, will bleſſings prove. 
From man, unnumber'd ills in life ariſe;; + | _ | 
But none from Gos, all merciful as wiſe. / . © 
Few of thoſe ills, which haunt den an earth; 
And give anxiety and ſorrow birth, at 3 
Would in true wiſdom's glaſs he real e bn! 
Tis falſe opinion gives them pow'r to Wound. 
That man may all the ills of life deſpiſe, - 
| Whole bliſs is buik bpyecthe.arey ee. J 
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Man, box Aiſlinguiſ d from e kind 1 k 
Wiutvreaſon's ray, heav'n lighted up his mind; 
Then crown'd-that ray, deſcended aun on We 
With eyer blooming immortalit; 

That zmmortality to crown with big, 

Reveal Aae a toheav'nly happineſs, gi 


8 theſe bright moe Pe 3 = 
Whence ſprings the higheſt happineſs below. 
Hence the ſupremeſt pleaſure does he prove, 
His Gop to ſerve, to praiſe; adore, and love. 

ie ab mer or lliod tins rw Hence 


* 


c 101 


Hence all the ſocial joys of life ariſe, | 
Io ſooth his cares, and calm his riſing ſigs. 
Hence love and friend{hip's ſparkling pleaſures ſpri 
Which make a ſlave far happier than a king; 
With all thoſe heart-felt joys the virtuous know, 
When pleaſure, eaſe, or comfort they beſtow. 


To man what various joys from reaſon riſe? - 
What funds of pleaſure open to his eyes ? 
Led by its light, enliven'd by its rays, 
Thro' arts and ſciences fair field he ſtrays. 


Man with pure pleaſure, worthy pleaſur's name, 
Contemplates beauteous nature's faultleſs frame 
Down from humſelf to the low fertile clod; 

In all he ſees the omnipreſent Go 
In all the inſpiring Deity explores 
In wonder Wfrapt, loves, praiſes, and * 


Art's labour - d hes, and natures nobler field, 
To man unnumber'd real pleaſures yield; | 
The wonderful, new, curious, great, or fair, F 
Which heav'nly power, or human ſkill declare, 
O'erwhelm the mind with floods of ſweet delight ; 
Dilate the * and charm — — * 


To memory 's charge Waden power! Algn- d, 
What magazines of pleaſure ſtore the mind; 


Which, by imagination's ative, pow'rs, 


Are ſoft amuſers of his vacant hours; 


H 3 ? Wak'd 
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Wak d in the mind the diſtant objects rife, 

And foath the ſoul, tho' abſent from the eyes ; 

A thouſand gay ideas they impart, 

To feaſt the fancy, and regale the heart: 

But all the pleaſures reaſon gives to tell, 

Would tire the muſe, and into volumes ſwell: 

Theſe are ſome few of thoſe, by heav'n aflign'd 
To man alone, deny d the brutal kind. 


Man moſt employs all bounteous nature's cares; 

For him what delicates her hand prepares ? 

How many of the creatures, too, afhgn'd 

To ſerve, to guard, to cloath, or feed mankind ? 
With vaſt variety his table ſpreads, 

And for each ſenſe, her bounties round him ſheds; 
Each ſenſe, when acted by the ſoul of man, 
Taſtes ſomething more than brutal nature en; 
He ſees in all thoſe pleaſures interwove, 

His great Creator's wiſdom, pow'r, and oye. 


Then let not man, ungrateful man, complain, 
Tho doom'd to ſorrow, labour, and to pain: 
Toil with content, and hope of future bliſs 
In other worlds, make labour * this. 


| To heav ay a man in grief may fly, 
a And on a Gop compaſfionate rely; 
EO Call reaſon's aid, his ſorrows to control, 
While une CAPRI: Poo _ troubled d foul, 
| Nature 
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Nature and art, to eaſe man's pains, combine, 
And when they fail, he's bleſt by pour divine; 
If virtue's path he's trod, with ſoul ſincere, 
He feels na agenies, no wild deſpair; © - 
With hope and comfort he refigns his breath, 
Nor tremhles at the icy hand of death. 
Let man be gaod, and leave ta Gon the reſt; 


Lt him be virtuaus, and he muſt be bleſt. 


Nau fing my muſe, the far inferiar ſtate 
Aſſignid to brutes, and their leſs happy fate. 
Inſtintt alone, blind inſtintt they obey, | 
Unhleſt with reaſan's ar religion's ray; 

Strangers ta all the pleaſures theſe beſtow, 

And thoſe refin'd delights which from them flow; ; 
No future hope, no pow'r above they know. 
Nor are the natives of the flow'ry plain 
Exempt from death, from ſorrow, toil, and pain, 
The prqwling wolf, ar dog with hunger bold, 
With blood and terror fills the fleecy fold; 
If ſpar'd by theſe, how ſhort their narrow ſpan? 
How ſoon, alas | by man they bleed for man ? 
How many more for him their breath reſign ? 


Steers, calves, and hogs muſt die, that man may dine. 


To ſorrow, hrute as well 2g mais is born ; | 
When their young affspring from their ſide is torn; 


This mopurnful laws, that bleats diſtratted round, 


And hills and valleys with their woes reſqund : 
| H 4 | The 
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The flow'ry fields no more their cares Roy” 
e een eee erg 


Tho! various toils are Jeftin'd to mankind, 

+ Severer labour is to brutes aſſign'd. 7 

See the ftarv'd horſe beneath the burden — | 
See its flay'd fide, and view the ſtarting . 
While cruel man with curſes. goads him on, 
Till the hard labour of the day be done; 
While his own craving maw his maſter 24 
Supinely ſnores, nor dreams of future ills: 
Faintly he ſtaggers forth, oppreſt with pain, 
Midſt freezing cold, or ſwift deſcending rain, 
O'er barren waſtes in ſearch of food to ſtray; 


NE PRE . Oy a Prey, 


Go aſk his burden'd 415 wh ranting inks | 
Beneath the load, whoſe lot he happier thinks, 
His maſter's, or his own; and if his gue; 41 
Like his of old, was by ſome angel ſtrungg 
To human ſpeech, what anfwer would he make? 
Tho! but an aſs, 5 could not here —_— 

Aſk the poor * beneath the bivoidy Wr 
The gaſping hare, juſt worried out of life; 

Aſk the whip'd pig, aſk all the creatures round 
Man, man, each hill and valley would mrs L 
New tortures, man ingeniouſly-contrives; ; 

Sports with their pains, and trifles with their lives. 
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Nor is the brute creation, leſs than ma 
Ally'd ta ſickneſs, and corroding pain. 

/ See putrid peſtilence, with baleful blaſt, 

Has laid Britannia's pleaſant paſtures waſte; 
And oft' the tainting bane the fold annoys, . 
And the poor pining innocents deſtroys: 

No boſom friend to ſooth their pungent pains; 
No hope of es: Joys their heart ſuſtains. 


If to diſeaſe, or man, a vield their deal 
They only ſee the gloomy ſide of death : + 
No pleaſing preſpetts'of a bliſsful ſtate ;- 
Dreadful annihilation is their fate. : 

O then retra& the ill-conſider'd lays, 
And merit, as beſore, eſteem and praiſe. 


A Word of Advice. 


12 if you would be truly wiſe, 
The world's opinion to deſpiſe, 

Its judgment ſlight, for while you fear 

Its laugh, its jeſt, neglect, or ſneer, 

Or while you wiſh its ſmile, or praiſe, 
"Twill wound your peace a thouſand ways; 
Yet guard from real faults your name, 
Nor ever juſtly merit blame. | 


u s 


The world's a fool, in gaudy coat, 
Who judges, laughs, and talks by rote, 
Hung round with tinſel, bells, and toys, 
Which it eſteems ſubſtantial joys ; 

And laughs at thoſe who are ſo wiſe 
The painted trinkets to deſpiſe. 


True, it may call you formal fool, 
And turn you into ridicule, 
May fay you are not over-wiſe, 

Are oſtentatious or preciſe. 
Regardleſs hear and ſlight its jeſt, 
And in ſelf-approbation reſt. 


Take godlike reaſon's radiant light, 
And heavenly wiſdom, pure, and bright, 
To guide you thro' the mazy way, 
Where thoughtleſs ſouls bewilder'd ſtray, 
Attend the angelic pair, nor mind 
The ſenſeleſs rabble's laughs behind. 
Preſerve a ſelf-approving heart, 


And with calm prudence aft your part. 
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— I aſk no more, 
Nor covet heaps of ſhining oo; 
For cares with riches will encreaſe, 
And gold does often murder peace: 
And ah! how few by wiſdom taught, 
Improve that talent as they ought, 
Nor is its offspring only care, | 
But oft it proves a fatal ſnare, 
Deludes the ſoul, deceives the ſenſe, 
Enſnares and murders innocence. 


Nature will but a little crave, 
While I on earth exiſtence have; 
I aſk her wants but to ſupply, : 
With plain and humble decency : 
If gold could make us wiſe or good, 
Or ſilence each inquietude ; 
If peace, content, or ſprightly health, - 
Could purchas'd be by ſhining wealth; 
Could happineſs or heav'n be fold, 
Reaſon would bid us covet gol. 
But ſince the dazzling diamond's glare, 
May blaze on hearts oppreſt by care: 
Since miſery and dire diſtreſs, 
May ſparkle in a ſplendid dreſs; 


L 108 J 


Aſcend the pompous, gilded car, 

And lurk beneath the blazing ſtar, 
Since often fortune's fatal toys, 5 
Deprive the ſoul of endleſs joys, 

Since thoſe who roll in wealth and ſtate, 
So hardly enter heav'n's gate: 

May I ne'er covet fortune's glare, 

But think it ſtill a fatal ſnare; , 

Gay wealth thro'-wiſdom's glaſs EB 
For wiſdom ne'er can wiſli for gold. 


A SOLILOQUY. 


3.25673 


1 others India's ore poſſefſs, 
And ſparkle i in a pompous dreſs; 
Have ſplendour, pageantry, and noiſe, 
And all vain fortune's painted toys; 
Round pleaſure's circle reſtleſs roll, 
Ana dey. in her arms their ſoul, _ 


Let * tail 1 anxious heart, 
And practice ev'ry ſubtile art, 
Squander cheir time, t'increaſe their fore. 
And barter heaven for ſordid ore, 
Their outſide bliſs 1 envy not, 
Nor feel a wiſh, beyond my cot. RY 
| 1285 Enough 


Fa 
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Enough kindheavn's indulgence grants, 

To anſwer nature's real wants 

And ſomething farther ſtall beſto ws, 

To ſoothe, and ſoften others Wo ss. 
Here in ſweet ſolitude I can 

The ways, and works of nature ans 7 T 

In ev'ry vale, in ev'ry grove, 122 

Trace heav'nly wiſdom, pow „a love; k 

Above, below, around me ſee N " 

+ The omipreſent Deit j 1s 

And glowing with celeſtial fire. | 

"Adore my kind, Almighty Sire. 

Can with the mental eye ſurvey: - - . 

My guardian angel guide my way; 

On contemplation's wings aſcend, 

And fore the throne eternal bend ; 

Thro'-bright Cerulian regions rove, 

And mingle with the. bleſs'd above. 


Take then this world, yerich and great T7 
I ſeek the next, 1 of) &.. — 


*Tis here myſelf I learn to know -ẽL?: 
From whence I came, and wv aki 093: mi bak 
My follies, and my faults defcry, ©3076 29] 
And view them with impartial eye; 
Each latent crime learn to deteſt, ling VF 
And waſh the poiſon from my breaſt, | 


See thro' the world, detect her wiles'; 10 E 
Nor fear hęr frowns, nor wiſh her miles 


— —_— 


' 
| 
| 
1 
ö 
| 
| 
1 


- . * 
— ——— ¶ 7˙1¹—0 Arg eva A es a 
- 


L £16 J 
Deſpiſe her fading, fleeting joy 
And view unmov'd her brighteſt toys; 
Still fix d on bliſs, which blooms on high, 
And grows through all eternity. 


Hence I with pity can behold 
The ſlaves of pleaſure, fin; and gold, 
Strip the gay phantoms of their charms, 
And woo fair virtue to niy arms; 
Adorn the never-dying part, 
And grace with heav'nly charms my heart, 
Prepare my ſoul t6 take its flight, 
With comfort from thefe fealms of night, 
To regions of celeſtial light: 


BY reaſon ted, by heav'n-born wiſdom mal 
Athirſt for knowledge man with pains has fought ; ö 
The ways of nature, thro' her windings trod, 
And in all nature ſeen all nature's God. 
Her more than magie latent pow'rs explor'd, 
On wiſdom's wing to world's celeſtial ſoat'd: 
Wander d in bright Cerulian plains above, 
And ftray'din-flaffy walks where angels rove. 
Has drawn his line around thoſe orbs of light, 
And meafur'd both their magnitude and beight ; 
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Has travel'd this terraqueous globe around, 
Its form, dimenſions, and poſition, found ; 

Yet could he never trace with all his art, 
That mazy labyrinth, the human heart : 

This little world his utmoſt ſkill defies, | 
And mocks ſecure the curious ſearcher's eyes. 


Tho? o'er the midnight lamp whole years he ſpends, 
To this his utmoſt knowledge ne'er extends; 
Tho' he ſhould turn ten thouſand volumes o'er, 
And all the wiſdom of each age explore; 

Tho' ev'ry language round this rolling ball 

He ſpoke, and ev'ry tongue his on could call, 
The dark, myſterious characters wrote there, 
Would baffle all his wiſdom, pains, and care: 

The hearts a volume, ſo has heav'n decreed, 

Whoſe hieroglyphicks mortal ne'er could read. 

The line of human wiſdom ne'er could found 

This fathomleſs abyfs, this dark profound, 


That pow'r which made the pulſe, the blood to flow, 


Can trace its windings, and its fountain know: ' .- 
In vain the conſcious heart his eye declines, 
At one flight glance he reads the myſtic lines. 
Each latent wiſh long e'er tis form'd ſurveys, 
Explores its ſeeds e'er time that wiſh can raiſe; 
The ſecret ſprings which move this dark machine, 
He ſees long e'er their niotion does begin. 
Each mazy winding unperplex'd does view, 

And treads this labyrinth without a clue: 
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To his all-ſeeing eye uncover d lies, 

Our ev'ry thought before thoſe thoughts ariſe: 

| O! what a paſſion-curbing thought 1s there ! 

ll O let it be my chief my conſtant care, 

| by From dawning day's approach to cloſing night, 
To make it pure and pleaſing in his ſight. 


unn 
Three reigning Tvaſts at B riſtol Hot-Wells. 


AHN Synus reigns, to Briſtol's healing tides, 
Where ſprightly pleaſure with gay health preſides, 

What reſtleſs throngs in ſearch of theſe repair? | 

The old, the young, the grave, the gay, the fair. 

Amidft the craud-three riymphs conſpicuous ſhine, - 

Who thoughtleſs wound, and charm without ceſign; 

The blooming three one favour'd town ſupplies, 

Thy name, O Braflford, to immortalize. 


Fair Ba-n--$T firſt, with ſoft attractive grace; 
And charms, that ſpoiler Time ſhall ne'er deface, 
Inſpires. my muſe, —With what obliging eaſe 
Has nature taught the lovely maid to plane? 
Artleſs and open, affable and fre: 

Yet ev'ry look chaſtiz 'd with modeſty. 


— 
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Good · nature round her ſpreads her gentle rays < © 


Shines thro" her eyes, and on each feature plays. 
Copy from her, ye fair; ſuch charms will laſt, * 
When f. prightly youth, and blooming beauty's nh. 
"Gia hes Tu-88oR i advance, ot 
And ſhine ſuperior in the winding dance; +4 


With what an air ſhe moves, what native eaſe ! 

O turn ye ſwains, nor gaze away your peace! 

The ſmiling graces wait around the fair, 

With pleaſure make her their peculiar care: 

Direct each ſtep, her ev'ry motion guide, 

Her feet, her hands, her air, their cares divide. 

What heart untouch'd can view that ſhape, that mien? 
So looks, ſo moves, the * ſea· born queen. 


But bark! Apollo calls! (r my muſe attend) by 
Propitious ſmiles, and ſays, his aid he'll lend, _ | | 
o ſing his favourite nymph, her ſhape, air, face; 
ny who not content with outward grace, 
th the ne'er dying beauties of the mind, 
Has wove a ſtronger chain the heart to bind. 
Minerva gave her native eloquence, | 
Apollo added ſprightly wit and ſenſe, - 
Good-natur'd wit, which never gives offence. 


From vanity and affectation free, 
And temper'd all with eaſe and modeſty. 


Hail, Bradford bail, thrice happy town, which boats, 


She gives to Briſtol three diſtinguiſh'd toaſts. 
I - one 
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One reigning toaſt in many a town we ſee; 

But where's the town beſide. can furniſh three ? 

How three ?—Revoke thoſe words, my thoughtleſs muſe, 
And beg fair SM-TH the blunder to excuſe, - 

With L-E, and many more, who claim thy ſong, 

But time would fail to count the blooming throng. 


Thy grateful thanks, O favour'd Briſtol, ſend 
To thy rich benefactor, and thy friend; 
Survey the charming three, then bleſs the plain, 
Where Venus, Pallas, and the graces reign. 


A moſt miſerable, diſmal, and lamentable Ballad. Beiny a full 
and true account of the tragical reſolution of a young Batche- 
lor in the county of , wha fell deſperately, deeply, and 
dangerouſly in love, with a fair Maid of the ſams county. 
but ſhe prouing more hard-hearted than a Few or a Turk, he 
did, on the firſt of April, in the year —, lay violent hands 
on his own perſon, and in moſt cruel, deſperate, and bloody 

\fſort—almoſt hang'd himſelf in a new rope, to a willow tree, 
on the bank of a river. Likewiſe his dying lamentation, 
and pathetic warning to all young people, to avoid that 

dreadful, dangerous, deceitful rock call'd Love, on which 
he ſhlit. Likewiſe how he next in a moſt unnatural manner 
| attempted to drown himſelf, with his wonderful preſervation, 
| 5 
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ind his pious, wiſe, and daliant reſolition thereon. Con- 
cluding with a-word of advice and caution to all deſjaring = 


lovers. 


A new g 0 N G. : 
| To the tart of the Children in the Wood, ; 


1. 
FATE in a certain place there bv, 
A certain youthful ſWain, 

This ſwain a certain maiden wood, 

He woo'd, ne, geg 
For tho he lov d with all the wit 
Which nature to him ſent, 
Tho? much he ſighꝰ d, and ly d and ſwore, 

She never did relent; 


| UI. EN 
Some thought her heart was adarnant, 
Some ſteel, or marble ſtone, 

Some flint, and ſome th eternal ice, 

Beneath the frigid one: 
But let that paſs, it matters not. 

Of what was made, her. heart, 
Whate'er its comppſnion Was, 

Tas proof 'gainft Cupid's „ 
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In deſperate ſort the ſwain then wok; 
A rope hoth new and ſtrong, | 
Some ſay 'twas three, but moſt affirm 
It was but two yards long: 
And to a river's verdant ſide, . . |, 
He hi'd in deep deſpair ; 
Reſolving on a willow tree, | 
To end his love and care. 
IV. 
A hillock then he did aſcend, | 3 
Beneath the deſtin'd _— 11 = 
As if to teach the-finny race, EET: 
Like old St. Anthony? ooo IE 7 


Then to the tree the 2100 AY ; an 
The fatal nooſe he made, Wa Yo. i 0.1.10 
And with relentleſs murderous hands, 
He threw it o'er his head: | FT num o: 
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v. 


| The flood which roll'd '” Sy his cheeks, 


The flood beneath — incl 
His ſighs amidſt the willow trees 

A mighty tempeſt rais dꝰ ons „ anill-oi 
Three groans the loudeſt ever heard 

He ſetch d, then ſilence broke, jos 151 
And as my muſe affirms, 3 n 35 
The very wordelie fpoke: ISS . | 
1 Na tend 


* 
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VI. 


Attend ye am'rous ſhepherds all, 

In time be warn'd by ine, L 907 | 
If you'd preſerve your pace of mind, Ts 

Nor die on willow. tre: [ 
With reaſon caſe your hearts around, 

No crany let remain, 5 \ 
For love will thro' a pin-hole creep. Te 

And with him ev'ry pain. Amn +1 


VIL 


O love, O love, O cruel love! 
O love, alas! alas! 

To be deluded by thy wilee, 
Why was I ſuch an aſe ? 

His arrows once I dar'd defy, _ 
And ſported with his darts, 

I trifl'd with his dreadful bow, 

And play d with female hearts, 


VIII. 


Alas! a full revenge the god 
Has taken for my crime, 

He's to a cinder burnt my heart, 
And cropt me in my prime: 

And now to all the world farewell, 
Farewell to love and life, | 

This friendly rope which clips my neck, 
Shall end the cruel irik. 


* 


13 But 
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IX. 

"RY methinks, len Ge, 

The eaſieſt death I'd chooſe; 
That ſtream may give a ſofter fate, | 

Than this rough hempen nooſe: 
With that he took it off again, 

Now drowning pleas'd him beſt, 


But 'cauſe he would not drown his 
He firſt himſelf undreſs'd. 


X. 


Ia ſearch of death then in he leap'd, 
And well it was for him, 

That he could dive like any duck, 

| And like a fiſh could ſwim : 

For now his heart relenting beg d 

For life, nor beg 'd in vain, 

O death! 1 like thee not he cry d, 

So out he ſwam again. a 
XI. 

Then dreſſing on the bos ey bank, 

| With placid air and mein, 

- Thus calm and all compos d he ſpoke, 
| With countenance ſerene: 
Conſcience won't ſuffer me to die, 

Self. murder s ſure a crime, 
And none ſhould cut his thread of life, 
And fall before his time. | oh 
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"To feed a peeviſh woman's pride, 
a Shall man deſpair and die; 5.9} 
Let thoſe who like it hang or drown, 
| I'll never do't, not I: N 
Beſide tis cowardly to fly, 
From love to death's cald arms; 
I'll challenge out the purblind elf, 
And ſound fierce war's alarms. 


XIII. 


Then hero like, he homewards march'd 
With bold intrepid air, 
Reſolving for the combat dire, 
Fit weapon's to prepare: 
Learn wiſdom, courage, fortitude, 
From him each love-ſick ſwain, 
When life is fled 'twill be too late, 
To call it back again, 


Juſt waking from a pleaſant Dream 


W and nothing more? 
And am I juſt the thing I was before ? 
Who would not wiſh for everlaſting night, 
When ſleep can furniſh out ſuch gay delight ? 
But ah ! 'tis paſt, nor more my ſoul will bleſs z 
So die the dreams of earthly happineſs ; 
„ 


Juſt 


Fan Fo 
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Juſt when we think to graſp the wiſh'd for prize, 
The charming viſion quick eludes our eyes, Fi 
And ſtill before the painted ſhadow flies. 
Panting behind the phantom we purſue, 
Oft looſe the tempting game, as oft Rart new; 
For, Proteus like, it varies oft it's ſhape; oft 
With fatal art each earthly. joy twill ape, 
And with its dazzling ignis-fatuus light, 
Perverts our ſenſes, and deceives our fight, 
Some latent pow'r magnetic draws us on, 
While hope and fancy cry, it oy be won, 


Now juſt before the bend ſhade a appears, 
The ſum of all our wiſhes, hopes, and fears, 
We ſtrive to ſeize the end of all our care; 
But graſp a ſhade, and fill our arms with air. 


Then full before our 3 tortur'd eyes 
An ugly frowning ſpectre s ſeen to riſe; 
Deluded fool, ſhe cries, thy courſe reſtrain, 
Nor follow what no mortal e'er ſhall gain ; 
If happineſs compleat on earth you'd find, 

Lou hunt a ſhadow, and purſue the wind ; 
And know, whene'er you'd ſeize the airy game, 
T'll rife, and Dzſapporntment is my name, | | | 


- — — A ——— ͤV1 — 
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 Toecarth we fall, eee, den en fs bo 

* - Curſe our paſt folly, and abhor the ligt: 
But „ hug quan} mot) 
And the ite, Oy oF: 
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Dreſt in another garb ſalutes our view; 
We rile, 
Forget our cares, our pains, our dangers paſt, | 

And in fantaſtic dreams our moments waſte ;, 10 20 


The fleeting, tempting, painted air we chacg, RW; 
'Till death arreſts us in the fruitleſs race. 


fy 


and with freſh, warmth . 


Like tyrants we let ſenſe wit fancy rule, 


And make our godlike reaſon paſſion's tool, 
Its light extinguiſh, let the will preſide, 
And blindly follow a ſtill blinder guide. 


On earth with humble joys then reſt content, 


To SYLVIA at Hour. 


T 


Nor let thy time in yain purfuits | be ſpent. * 
Seek not 

Nor fall a victim to her fatal charms; : | 

Who ſeeks it there, ſhall pain and — meet, 

The weeping followers of pleaſure's feet. 

To higher joys be all thy hopes confin'd, 

For thoſe alone can ſatisfy the mind. 


for happineſs in pleaſures arms, 


U. 
HE paper oft with ink I ſtain'd, 


Your htight perſections to xebearſe, . _ + * 


As oft the arduous taſk gave oer, 
And tore th too unperieQ,yerſe. 
gl" FF > | \ 


A 


I® 
1 
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Why, eee =. 
r ee 
Refuſe upon a theme fo fair, e 
With ſmiles propitious to auend ? 


Ii. 


10465 thyſelf, ſhe quick reply d, 


Why ſhou dſt thou thus thy fate purſue ? 
What you deſire, were gain to me, 
But certain miſery to you. | 
| IV, 


Shou'd T to Sylvia take my flight, 


Your juſt encomiums to explain, 


Kept with my other ſiſters there, 


» y o 
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OON as your muſe, with tuneful tongue, 

— In courtly numbers ſmoothly dreſt, 

Had your commands, reluctant ſung, 
| Shefrown'd, and thus herſelf expreſt. 


II. 


8 For, Sylvia, between you and I, 
Tho I to praiſe her numbers deign, 
* I was compel dt falſif. 


Re | When 


t us J 

DOE Ara ys, YER 
« As Sylvia veil'd in gloomy ſhades : 

No wonder that a city mule, © 3 5 

# Had ſhe invok d my tuneful aid, _ 
To celebrate ſome Oxford toaſt. 


* With joy I had my duty paid. 
Nor ul nor paper had been lot. 


V. L 

Know, nymph, the pen, 140 

Was by Apollo ne er defign's, 5 
* For ſuch a lowly theme, as you, ' 

For kigher ah, w refit. 1 

5 | . 8 ; — 
*T've e | 5 

* Your unbred muſe was never there; 
« I ſcorn her gloomy habitation ; 

** She ſpoke, and foar'd able im aire" 
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An EPITHALAMIUM. 


— 
Ny muſe and I wer idly playing, 
A little airy, flutt'ring -I, 


By the muſes call d a Sylph. 
r 


* | Perch'd 


/ 


' = 


— 124) 


Perch'd on my ſleeve, and in my ear 
Thus whiſper'd ſoft, attend, my dear 
For I a mighty ſecret brings; 

A ſecret is a charming thing. 
This morn gay Love for Hymen ſent, 
And ſmiling hand in hand they went, 
Veil'd in a cloud, and as they walk'd 
Together thus they chearful talk'd, | * 
(They thought no liner had been 1 near, "_ 
But what can ſcape the Sylph's ſharp ear 
Thus Love ;—This morn a pair demands 
Thy aid to join their willing hands, 
Their hearts united ate by me, 

I always ſhould take place of thee; 

Gay Hymen clapt his purple wings, 


His heart with joy elated ſprings, 


And prithee, deareſt friend, he cry'd, 


- Whois the bridegroom, who the bride ? | 


"The bride is ToMBEs, ſoft, young, and gay, 
As fair, and mild, as blooming May, 


The bridegroom SECKER; need I tell, 


You know that he deſerves her well; 
And he who can deſerve the fair, . 

Of merit, fir, muſt have his ſhare. 
Then inſtant, child, invoke thy muſe, 


A bridal ſong ſhe can't refuſe; 1  - 


And ſoon as from her lips you've penn d it, F i 
To Leiceſter-houſe direQty ſend ii. 5 
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Thus far the Sylph then ſoar d in air, 


And as my muſe by chance was there, 
I to her inſtant told the news, 


«© 


And beg'd ſhe'd not a moment loſe; ' 


When ſmiling quick her lyre ſhe ſtrung, 


Ante ih keine, P 


May Phcebus with auſpi picious r. 
Shine brighter on this bappy day, 
And as he rolls his annual round, 
With added joy behold it crown 5 
May Love with all his ample Pe, 

In either boſom ever reign; 


Fan with his wings gay Hymen's = | 


And guard it from each I damp : 
With ſpirits ſtill its fire ſu pply, 


For fed by love twill never die. 

O may the bright, the lambient fire, 
From waſting time new ſtrength acquire, 
Wich Ready flame perpetual burn, 

'Till love ſhall into friendſhip turn ; 
That nobleſt paſſion of the mind. 

For friendſhip —— erer 
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May bounteous . you e 


The higheſt bhſt it gives below ; 

Let ev'ry joy hy each poſſeſs d, 

Be doubled in the others breaſt 
Let ev'ry care, 'andev'ry pain, 


| (Forcares che ſiream of life will ſtain) 
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e 


By ſympathising tenderneſs, . x b 
To this refin'd, and pure delight, 
Th IN 


Thus fancodly Ub) the fire oF Wie, | BY 
A happy huſband, happy wife, 
May you deſcend, while gentle gates, 
From ſouthern climates, ſwell the ſails, 
And may no boiſterous tempeſts riſe, | 
Nor clouds obſcure the chearfal ſkies; © '/ 


But if an adverſe gale alarm. * 
Take ſhelter in each others arms, | vhs 
And when drr vor ge 2 
Arrive on a ſtill happier ſhore. © | MOT 
8 d 3.23! i 4 
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AIR work of nature o hand! cy lovely blonm, 
Shames all the mimic labours of the loom; 


Compar'd with ther; art droops her languid head; / 


And all her borrow'd beauties wane ad fade: 
To thee, the faireſt face the day Muſt yield,  - + 
And leave thee, lovely viftor of the find. 
But what avail thy charms! for th&':40-day 1 | 1 
All graceful, glorious, blooming, bright and gay, 
8 | 


To. 


1 * 


To-morrow's ſun no more thy charms ſhall ſee, 
To-morrow's ſun ſhall riſe, but not io thee: © 
Droop, ficken, wither, ſade, decay and die; 
Thoſe charms beheld with e ee 


nenen then deſpiſe. W. 
"7 3610} 4 bi 3, if 
Juſt ſo tall wither ev'ry Jovely grace, 
And radiant glory. of the faireſt face; 


So ſhall the flow'r of beauty droop, 8 

In blooming fade, nor riſe with riſing day. 

No more be view'd with rapture and ſurprize, FE 
No more delight the heart, attract the eyes; ; 
Gay love ſhall fly with all his ſmiling train, 

And flying cry, external charms are vain. | 
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TEAR Du — why hols tifing fighs? 
Why ſwim in tears thoſe brilliant * 

Thy ev'ry feature ſpeaks a breaſt, 
By pining grief and pain oppreſt: 5 
You once was chearful, ſprightly, gay, * 
Laugh'd, ſung, and ſported time away; . 
The change I view with ſad ſurpriſe, 
Whence does this transformation riſe ? 

Ah! 


un ) 


: Dardne. On gut 7H n10: 
Ah! friend] ay mags oro pain, 
Is greater than I can ſuſtain, 3G) Rt 8 . 
Yet vain it were, to tell my wy 02 Mose 
Since none can give this reale; ariel 5 
No mortal ſkill-ear heal my heart: 
Why ſhould I then the cauſe impart? 
Deſpair alone for me remains, 8. 
nnn eure uy pits F162 


— . 7 
£6950 H, 1 


MRA. . 
What thoveh the wiſh'd-for p pow:r 's not mine 8 
Jo cure thoſe pains with which you pine, OP 
Vet deepeſt, fareſt wounds reveal d 
Are eas d, altho they are not heal d; 3 
And pain awhile is lull'd to reſt, > 
When pour'd into another's breaſt : 
Sorrow when to one heart confin'd, 
+ "Hangs heavy on the muſing mind: se 
But when our tongues thoſe pains unfold, 
Our woes grow lighter while they're told; 
O! give me then, my ſhare'of pain, 
And let mg ineaine's part fullge. r 


91. DAPHNE. 
Ah! Myra, would'ſt thou know the 0 "i 
Why from my boſom peace withdraws, 
Why ſighs ariſe, and tears deſcend, 
Alas —am 1 not married, friend? 
A fatal knot I've ſondly ti d, 
Which death, death only can di vide. 
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E * 7. 
Myra, EY 


Säppol you 40 vob chains were wove 
| By inclination, and by love, ban 
No pow'r:compulſive forc'd your hah. 

Nor bound you in a hated band; 
What tho' I never ſaw che ſwain, 1 

Who woo'd you from the rural plain, 
T'would wrong your judgment to ſuppoſe, 
Daphne without diſcretion choſe 
And ſure, my dear, the married ſtate, 

With a belov'd well-choſen mate, | 

Can the compleateſt bliſs 'beſtow, 

Which heav'ri delignis us here below: | 


Daruys.. F bY 105 

Ah! there's the ping dus rends my bref tk, 
Deſtroys my peace, and kills my reſt; - 
Alas ! I've made a'foohſh choice, 5 
Regardleſs quite to reaſonꝰs voice, 
By folly and vain fancy 's aid. 
Wild paſſion has my peace betray d: 
Too late, alas I does reaſon wake; 1 G 
Too late I ſee my dire miſtake. D vi; 
My fooliſh heart; while: Strephon wood 
Thro' paſhon's glaſs the lover view'd; 
Thought him gdod-natur'd;; witty, wiſe; - 
And form'd to ꝓleaſe both heart and eyes, 
But ſad experience now: has taught, 

That mirror is with falſuood fraught : | 
14414 K For 
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For O! I find him ſour and proud, 
His paffion's foolifh, wild, an loud, 
III. natur'd, poſitive, and rude, -- , 
Peeviſh, perverſe, wain, vicious, lewd: 
I ſtrive to pleaſe, but ſtrive in vain, 


mn 1 041-25; 


Lou weep, but ah! e e 
In friendſhip's ſtores for ſuch a wound. 


Myra, | 
O Daphne! I thy fate deplore, 


And wiſh I could thy peace reſtore; - 
Yet ſink not thus in deep deſpair, 


Nor chance, nor fate afflifitons are, 


And wife; and watchful providence, 


Does ſalutary pains diſpenſe, 
Mercy preſcribes them to the ſoul, 
And love prepares the bitter bowl ; 
Heav'n ſends the portion, AO gt, 
T'apply it wiſely to thy heart. | 
Seek to the hand that deals the wound, 
Thence only can relief be found; | 
And let it be from mora till night, 
Thy care ta act thy part aright, 
On heav'a rely, and reſt thy foul 
On him who nature can control, 
Nor doubt but he a way will find, 
—ůů— - 


1 


n 


Methinks I ſee returning reſt, 
Light hov'ring round thy gentle breaſt, 
No more thy eyes With tears v'erflowþ 
Thy breaſt no longer heaves with woe: 


Britt o on my boſora a 28 you ſpoke,” 4 / 
A beam of heav'nly comfort broke ; 2 ft 
My woes another afpett \ wear, =, des i 
My pains are lighter, leſs my care, | 
I fly to at what you adviſe, | T” N 
For ſure the counlel's good dit How 


0 Keren ent 1 
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| Succels = pda kniend. 
Soon may thy ſorro /t Havt att end. 


Learn hence, ye falr; , "a 
And fancy bids you wtdeny jo 
Beware, nor your 6 fl heart believe,” 

Tis prejudic'd, and will deceive. © 

Fly to ſome wiſe impartial friend, 

And ſacred reaſoft's voice attend, 

Its councils follow, and you'll b 

Repoſe of e | 
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1144 © 
Ms "eh e young, and far. | 
Of ſprightly wit, and gentle air, T 
Lately by ſickneſs was oppreſt, IX 5 
And pain uſurp'd her tender breaſt ; rota hs 
To cure theſe ills a doftor came, Ns eine by 
A doctor not unknown to fame; I ee k 
Yet ſpite of phyſic's pow'rful art. = 
Long time ſhe groan d beneath the ſmart : 
The family were ſunk.in grief; . 
All wilh's, but none cgulg give relief. EY 


| While dus the. lovely charmer pin'd, | 
And daily in her ftrength, declin'd, | 
One luckleſs night, fat Jane, the cook, 
By kitchen fire her ſeat. had took : 
Near her the houſemaid Betty ſar, | 
Betty and Jane were cronies 
The clock now half an- hour, or more, 
Had told one over half a ſcore; 2 
The family were all in bed, 
When Jane thus to her favourite ſaid, 
Betty, the fire is not yet low, 
Let's chat then half an hour or ſo. 
Wich all my heart, kind Betty cry'd, 
(Her elbows to her knees apply'd) 


i DIL 


1 * 
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As yet I'm not inclin/d.to lee; 
Alas, I'm more difpgs'd. to —— 5 * 
Ah! Jane, Miſs Fanny is ſo weak, 
Sometimes ſhe ſcarce has ſtrength to . 
Oh! Jane, (and then ſhe. ſohb'd) l fear * 
With reaſon good, her death i is near. my 
Betty, quoth Jane, I ſcorn a lie, 
But certainly poor Miſs will die. 
Laſt night, the very truth I ll e oh * 8 
While drawing off the hartſhorn an WP 
My eye upon my: candle turn d. | 
And as I thought it dimly burn d; 
When looking nearer ſoon I 174 . 
A ſhroud upon the weſtern ſide; Bo 
That way Miſs Fanny' s chamber lies. 
Lord, twould haye made your wonder riſe, 
To ſee how curious it was roll'd., „ 


With * on plait, and ſold on Wa. 


1 


Be jy Ga E. 5 but Jan, thismorn | 
As croſling yonder field of corn, din f 
Full o'er, my head two ravens fle -w, 
And juſt as if our houſe they knew, 
They o'er it bent their bading flight, 
And never turn'd to left or right; 
While as they paſt with craaking hoarſe, 
. Foretold a ghaſtly, breathleſs corſe. 


Laſt night poar Mary told me, ane 
Im ſure it ſet us both. crying, i | 
rods © e 
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Miſs in the eafy chair was ſitting, © 

And Mary by her, as 'twas ging,” 
While there the took a little nap, | 41 | 
A coffin flew into her lap, 55 15250 
And Mary fays, it was but ſmall ; 
Miſs Fanny 8 neither "big ne nor "ll 
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Betty, I rear a PATE laſt "Oy 
It ſet me into fuch a fright; © - 
Methought | I faw the parſon Rand, 
His ſurplice on, his book i in hand, 
In our church-yard, the weſtern ſide, 
Juſt where the family is laid. on 
And, Betty, "twas but Tuefday laſt, 
As I was rolling out ſome paſte, 3008 * 
Juſt by the ſhelf of earthen ware, "ng | 4 
(It made both me and Thomas fare) '/ 
A death-watch tick & fo loud, and "7 g 
I'm ſure I roll'd my paſte quite wrong. 
Ay, Fane, why now. of that you e 
Laſt night I heard a cricket ſhriek, 
Juſt by Miſs Fanny's chamber door, 
Where oricket never ſhriek's * 7 
And Robert ſaid; that in the ſtable, 
Poor Cæſar howPFd moſt « ole on. 
You know, Miſs fill was fond of Cefar, - 
Lord! how the loving thing would toafe her. 


One alk as fitting by myſell. 
5 uſt underneath the pewter ſhelf, 
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I heard ſuch noiſes in the hall, 
— ola, 


0 Jane, what I ſhall now las, © 
Aſſures me of Maſs Fanny's fate; 
No longer than laſt Sunday night. 
Juſt as the moon had ſhew d her light, 
When from the garden, where 1 went 
To gather ſage, by Mary ſent, 
As by the filberd- row I paſt, 
And cauſe 'twas night, walk'd orptty fall, | 
Swift ſomething ruſh'd quite through the row, 5 
But what it was, the Lord does Kno-: 
It, as a new dry d ſheet, was white; 
(The moon, cho but juſt up, ſhone brigltt) . 
You may be ſure I walk'd no more, 
But flew quite to the garden door; 
When thither come, I trembled fo, 
| I how to open't did not know ;. | 1 
As there I fumbled, three deen g of 
I heard, enough to pierce the Hohes; H 
When in I got, I water wanted, 
And really thought I ſhould have Kinds 
But Mary charg'd me not to tell 
A word of What that night beſel. : 


0 Betty, what range REAR are theſe? 
My very blood begins to freeze. 
Vou. muſt be in a bad condition, - 8 
Well, I ne'er ſaw an apparition; 


- 
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But bother day as I was walking, 12 
And with the parſon's cook · maid talking, 
She told a tale moſt ſtrange to bear, 


| Which happen d ſome where 1 in Yorkſhire, 


There liv'd a man of good eſtate, MES TT l 
But born to an unlucky fate; N 
Ere come of twenty years of age, , 
A lady did his heart etigage, | 5 
Whom for five years he coriſtant wot: I 
Yet till in vain he ligh'd, and ſued. 125 
Now ſhe Was kind, and then was cruel, . 
Now damp d his flame, then gave it fuel. | 
She lov'd to ſee a crowd of ſwains, © 


All groaning i in her iron chains; 
But none the nymphs confent could get, 
And people call d her a coquet. 


At laſt, when much he urg d. he lad, 


She was reſoly'd ſhe would not ved. * 


\ At leaſt not yet this many a year; * G2 
O how this cut his heart to hear! 6 


In ſhort, he pin'd with ſecret ſmart, ' 


And all agreed, be broke his "rot 8 


When now in earth awhile he'd lain, . 
By this hard-hearted damfel _ 
It chanc'd one night ſhe took her way © ww 5 


When 4s the chan A 't. to turn her oj N 
Up from his tomb the N atifſfe 25 
A thing——Lord? Betty, What is chat or 
s FL & @ 12 * "4 
O dear, my heart goes pit-a-pat. 
. 5 Where, 


I W 37 - 
Whete, White: 8 : 


* 


I heard it -bruſh againſt the wall. 
Lord! ſee how blue the . 

O Jane! my eviry nerve relaxes. 

—Hark, at the window next the ban. 

O Lord! my heart is in my mouth. 

Hark, how it ſcratches there again, g en 7 
Oh Chriſt! Will break the glaſs in e 

O Jane! O Betty, tis the devil. 
Good Lord, deliver us from evil. 0 
Jane, take the candle, for God's . 7 
A can't, from head to foot I quake: 
My knees againſt each other — 8 
Merey l tis juſt paſt twelve o elock. 

Well let's go arm in arm and fetch it, 
Lour arm is longeſt, you can reach it, 
But how ſhall we get thro! the hal? 5 


Lord, now you've let the candle fall. 
O Chriſt, 'tis out the ſniff, and all. | 
Jane; hold me faſt, us dark, dark. dark; 4 
Tis there agaih—hark—Betty, hark! | 
O pray, dear Satan, pray be civil. Le 
Help, help,” wen Lord. the devil] 
S701 201.7 19649”: 7 

Thus aac half up ſtairs they — 
And down upon each other tumbled, 
There lay, and ſeem'd of life nn 0 
for not A erer Was =_ 5 * 0 | 
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\ Their ſhrieking ſoon the houſe alarm d; 
. Up Will the butler got, and arm d, ' 
And being a courageous wight, | 
He ſallied forth without a light; 
His drowſy valour up he rallied, _ 
And ſwore not twenty rogues he valued ; | 
Wich gun in hand he downward bent | 
Still vowing vengeanee as he went; 
But as a light he could not get. 
On Jane his ſoothe chanc d to ſet, 
And frighied tumbled to the bottom; 
Be ſure he maght as well have ſhot em. 
For off the gun went with the fall, 
But miſg'd — and ſhot own. 


lane * benithen mould, * 
And roar d, the devil was on her back. 
/ Will was amaz d her voice t0 hear, 
Yet much it quieted his fear, - 
And from the place on which be lighted, 
_ He anſwer d her, tho' ſorely irighted: 
. Why, Jane, you naiſy toad. ist you, | 
BB That bere have made this ſtrange ado? ;- 
Why, what's the meaning of your bawling, 
For belp, n . 


ä O Ms. William, abs... 5 11 
(And then aloud ſhe ſobb d and ſigh'd). 
Strange things we have to bring to light, 
Of noiſes we have heard this night; a 
' | Fir 
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Firſt in the hall we heard a bruſhing, | 
Then at the window a ſtrange gs 
And ſuch loud ſcratching too alas! 
We thought it would have — . 
The candle bluiſh did appear, 
| namen devil as her. 
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The dev; ery'd/ Will, We is . 
He's proof againſt both fword and bat; 
I'll never fight old Nick, not 1 
There like two fools together lie; 
What you've been ſipping at cold tea; 
The for mne 
m ſure I'm batter d black and blue, | 
_ broke my ſhins, and elbows too; = 
And might as well have broke wy _ 
1 ſha'n't recover it this week. up 


Then up again to bed /he-tumbled, | 
But ſmarted, mutter d, fwore and grumbled; 
When Ms. I who wak'd had been, 
By this ſtrange cry, and hidious din; 

Rung loud, the reaſon to enquire, 
And thought he fl his ws on fire. 


Why fir, tis Jane and Betty here, 
The Lord knows how they got __— 
The key elb day I'm ſure Lvehadl/;/ 
But certainly they re dragk or ads 
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Tis they have made this horrid ſcreaming. 


They're on the ſtairs, of ſpirits.dreaming ; | 


They think the dev'l they'ye * or ſeen; 
But, fir, the ſpitit is within, Wl 
Which ſoon without a devil baich'd,.. AT 
That at the window ſcream'd and ſcratch d, 
And like the verieſt fools that drivel, 

They took an owl to be the devil. 
If ever more I mind their bawling 
Of butler myy eh my 1 | 


Wall wad the ne full of pain, * 
And maſter went to ſleep again. 
Small ſenſe returning by degrees, 
Betty, and Jane, on hands and knees, 


 Crayel'd up to bed in woeful plight, + / - / 
There quak'd, and ſweated all the night. 


Yet notwithſtanding theſe values, 


My mule; believe me, ſcorns a lie! 


e 
TIED 'y? 1 . i 
The MORAL, 
wud want i. . 
We find it thus in ev'ry ſtate, 


Our joys, and pains, ourſelves create; 


We in imagination's glaſs; 
See that which ne'er may come to pals; 


\ 


There 
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There ſprightly hope, and trembling * 

Wich bliſs, or ee + vA 

We're now elate and noi depteſt, 

And fancied ills diſturb our reſt; T6145 A 

Ideal joys now ſwell the mind... 

Which we ſhall never real find; 

And though on ſimple Jane, the cook, 

And Betty with contempt we lock, Ds 
Laugh a. der h e in fact N 

Like them we daily, hourly, act. . 


4 
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rl ns W 01 harm 919% 2: l 
1 itottrted eee l ro 2 101 11 
7 Hewi, is me mad be ber tens! 2A 
Nor paſſion feels, mae er pang etgit Rod 
Was nev'rpierc'd'by Cupid's dart, , 2 
Nor ever felt an am'rous care. 


With cool indiff rence views mankind, 
Nor ever ſaw the Gghing Dee 
Whoſe artful tongue the way wa" "FEY 
| To give her Saher! joy. or pain. | 


. 9 » 
Yet Collin, See Damon, afl | 
Can pleaſe with chat, or tuneful tay; EEE: 
But abſent from her fancy fall, + | 
Die on her thought, as dies the Ar. 
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2 IV egod viding) wind? 
O tappy fie; eee NV 

That's free from ſorrow, fre from cat 
Juſt ſuch as this is Fanny's hear: 
Gay, 8 Der 75 ref! 7 
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| yn a cool grotto hea? the cloſe pr day, 
Three nymphs were met to chat an hour away, 
Their tongues on various themes harmonious move, 
At length all fix d on one, and that was love: 
Soft ſighs from Chloe's breaſt, and Celia s broke, 
Love's pow'r confeſt, then Stella filing . | 
e 
Tell me, ye nymphs, you who have felt love's dart, 
Tell me, does he give more of joy, or fmart, | 
You I can truſt, for ſure you won't deceive, 
But artful, lanevidg man T.can't buhove. 
\ Cutos. 


Truſt me, my Stella, (and you own, I know). | 
Love is the higheſt bliſs we taſte below; ñ; 
Dull was my life, flow did the minutes move, f 
rr 


: Forever 


C ug ] 
_ Cauia./ ö 
Forever bleſt be that auſpieious days 1 
When I ſubmitted to/love's gentle ;;; 
When my dear, charming Damon I became, 
Confeſt his pow'r, — ate wal pile dT” ; 
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May Phœbus ſtin with double luftre ſhine, 
Upon that day which made my Thyrfis mine; 
Language to tell his worth too poor would prove, MIL NTT 
He's al o'er truth, and everlaſting love. Cr Wo we 


| „ | n bet Ne 
— .437 ct | un bluods 
By nature bond wii Ob clad broald t Ras bt Ba, 
But O! to tell the charms which grace n, 1 
A taſk I endleſs as his fove ſhould find. UTIL 1 nod 


| _ _Cxros. 

My Thyrſis, Jover like, finds ſome new way, 
To give me pleaſure ev'ry rolling day, 
Our mutual friendſhip ſhall ſurvive the tomb, 
Tis built on realon. and in heay'n ſhall bloom. 


| Cxxi. ct IO 
My Daman is un all my follice blind, | Er 
Each day more tender, paſſionate and kind 
Our mutual flame ſhall never fail or fade, 
The firm foundation is in virtue laid. \ 
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Chro. 

But ſay, my Stella, ſay my deareſt friend. 
Why will you {till your heart from love defend; | 
Come own his pow r, for pleaſing is the wound, 
The charming truth wee y experience found. 


SxrERLLA. 

Well have ye ſung, my friends, vet ſt Rill Lear, 
To lend to love's complaints a pitying car, _ 
Tho' you're thus. favour” d by, the fickle 35 
What numbers does be into pain decoy? 7 
I dare not liſten to the ſighing ſwain, 

Left fad repentance with his gloomy train, 
Should murder ſoft, content, deſtroy repoſe, _ 
And make each day a day of cares and woes, . 
Yet ſhall my hand with. pleaſure be reſign'd, | 
When I a Thyrſis, or a\Damon find 
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13 8 * with thy flken chain, 1 
Unfetter d fancy's wild career reſtrain, 

The ſwift ideas which inceſſant riſe, 

Crowd thro' my brain, and ſwim before my eyes: 

Charm down, and huſh the giddy throng to png 

And lull each buſy * ou 3 

| 3 gentle a my enter ate * 85 

And drench them deep in Lethe's peaceful lake, 
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Drive from-my boſom ev ry latent ca. 1 8 
Each ſecret pain and reign triumphant there, ., 42 
Within my heart ere& thy downy throne,., Ni 
Come then, O come, and make: me all thy ou 


eo VIM 


„ 
o ©, 316 1. : 


T0 1 


Come, gentle 8 with drowſy poppies ow 


And ſoftly ſhed the bakny mfluence round, 
Wave o'er my weary eyes thy magic wand, 


And bid charm'd nature feel the kind command; 
Herſelf to ſoft captivity reſigh, 
And bound in ſilken band repoſe ſupins-. 1-TFF 
IL 11919 wo by lie 0 bi "4 
Come, gentle ſleep; ſoft as the fleecy Bath 1 Hu 
Oppreſs me with thy ſweet endhanting pow] r, 


For thy embrace I ſicken, lapguiſh, figh, 
In painful expectation pinin : he: Glen, 
Come then with thy 1 re fi dae ee c 23 $, g | i t 4 


And fold in thy foft, eh can Arn un 5, e ar; 
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WHEN Pepe -I mw ma God 1 f 
Was ever ſuch a fool as I? 


To torture thus my ſtupi brain, 
Waſte paper, pens and ink, in Win:? 
For tho 1 thin ih a iy tight, * 
What wretched ſtuff 1 — * N 
oh 2? 3110 5 1% g om 25w tn 4975 Nor 
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SE 
Nor have I pruſlence to conceal od yr Lond > el. 
My folly, but muſt it reveal: © ba ning. 1977%%} 6 


Farewel my paper, prot VO bh . . 1 | 
s | I vow TH avi write agen. tb AM TS a ITT 
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6 Sees edi eah e. 
And poliſh'd by every art, 
With eee 1 eine N i 
To nemme 
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When her eyes the folt paſſion, conteſt," 1 0 5 
- He figh'd and he languiſh'd no m more, 9 (191 5 
But rob'd of content and ſoft reſt; © (dy ai biet! 


He leſt her the loſs to deplore. 


8 III. 1 
In the heart of the changeable ſwain; 
Each dreſt was by every grace, 
| Yetehhey bis heart could rei; 75 57.7 
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1e W. Vit! rte, 1 
Now Chloe appear'd on the green, ad 
And ſhone like an angel of light, 1% ods 10 
Tho fair as the en ee Lowe 16 
Her mind was more perfect and bright. 


* 
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; V. 
The god of love cloſe by her ſide, 

At random his arrows threw round, 8 
While young ſhepherds unnumbered dy d, 
And dying each bleſt the ſoft wound, 5 

as DENCE 2444 J 3 VI. | 2 
Falſe Strephon approach d in ſurpriſe. 
6 - Cupid drew his beſt ſeaſon'd dart; 7. 100 
Revenge, thou falſe traitor, he cries, 
Like lightning it flew to his heart. 
VII. 
Now Strephon diftrafied with care, 

For love ſues to Chloe in vain, - 

She laughs at his pain and deſpair, _...._ 1) / +, 

And hears all his ſighs with diſdain, 9173 bn! £0, 


9 2 =o 


On the rexaing EY of ſom of thi King's Trooks at the Aion 
at FALEIRE. ; 


« & * 


HB Majeſty gave, leſt as feet ſhould catch cold, 
Warlike ſhoes to his men 3 and now we are told 

How thoſe ſhoes were employ'd by this light-footed hoſt, 

And if not of their hands, of their heels they may boaſt, 


Ls | Another 
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AYS Betty, to Pat, I admire how you can 

Talk ſo much, and fo free, to that odious thing, man; 
Quick Patty replied, you the ſame thing would do, 
But, poor Betty, the caſe is=they won't talk to you. 


Ariother, 


AN's heart's like a foot-ball, no mortal can doubt, 
And the paſſions perpetually kick it about; 
Tis from one to the other with violence hurl'd, 
Till death comes and kicks it quite out of the world, 


ol. CG lic 
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I. 
Dir and Daphne t other day, 
Met in a ſhady grove, 
And there to paſs the time away, 
They ſung and talk d of love. 


8% 


0 m01 02! | Ng 
Thus Chloe ſpoke, wou'd wy my friend, : un 
, Ne'er know one anxious care,. 
Nor let keen ſmart your boſom rend, 
Let love ne er enter there. 


| III. 7 
Wou'd you in peace poſſeſs yourſelf, 
In paſſion's ſea ne er toſt; 3 
Sail clear of that moſt dreadful ſhelf, 
Where thouſands have been loſt, 


IV. 
If e'er the dangerous elf you ſee, 
Stay not to fight, but fly ; 
Leſt reaſon blinded, fetter d be, 
And captivated lie. 


\ 
This may be right, Daphne replies, - 
But who can conquer fate; 
In vain is all your kind advice, 
70 n comes wo lots 


4 Birth-Day Wi ſh by: a ; Friend, 


ROM a cool 100 Aw ſide, 

Where health, content, and peace preſide, 
Where chearful nature fmiling round, on 
With blooming fragrance fpreads the ground;* © 

by L3 Where 
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Where feather'd ſongſtery from each tree, 
Chant forth melodious harmony 
While harmleſs lambs around me play, 
And ſport the ſmiling hours away. 
From ſuch calm rural ſcenes I ſend, 
Health and beſt wiſhes to my friend; 
While preſent friends their yoices join, 
To drink your health in ſparkling wine, - 
Let me, tho' abſent, bear a part, 
In wiſhes flowing from my heart. 
May you, my friend, enjoy while life remains, 
Pleaſures, if ſuch can be, unmix'd with pains : 
In all you undertake, may heav'n befriend you, 
Content, peace, eaſe, health, happineſs attend you : 
Your ſteps may ſmiling fortune never leave, 
But grant each wiſh you ſhall with reaſon craye. 


ASCEND, my ſoul! on 9 wing, 
To ſcenes of bliſs where blooms eternal ſpring: 

O happy realms, devoid of care and pain. 

There peace, and eaſe, and joy perpetual * 

No paſſion enters to diſturb the ſoul, 

Calm and ſerene eternity ſhall roll; 

No fears, no ſorrows ſhall the boſom rend, 

* of K Lappineſs which cannot end; 


Fas) 


No jarring int'reſts in the courts above, — 
But all is friendſhip, harmony and love; 5 
Love all ſeraphic, pure, without alloy, 
Love which ſhall never end, nor ever cloy, | 
No diſappointment there to rack the mind, RED df 
The ſoul its higheſt hopes ſhall herghten'd find, 
There ever-growing knowledge, rifing joy, 
Shall each dilating faculty employy) 
In bright ſucceſſions to the raptur'd — 8 Ilir 
Increaſing pleaſures ſhall eternal riſe; | 
Th' expanding ſoul perpetual li ſs ee ul; 197 
Forever riſing and forever new, 1 
Oh! when ſhall I be found a worthy gueſt 
For theſe celeſtial manſions, of the bleſt ? 
Ohl my Creator, bow thy gracious ear, 
Thy frail, thy ſinful creature deign to hear; 
In bounteous mercy let me enter there, 
And all thoſe boundleſs joys and pleaſures ſhare, 
With thoſe bright legions which on thee attend, 
Proſtrate let me before thy glory bend: 
When the deciſive, hour of fate draws near, 
And the pale conqueror's awful voice I hear, 
May I with comfort meet the gloomy hour, 
And tho' I feel, not fear the tyrant's power, 
May guardian angels watch ry parting foul, © 
And all the infernal pow'rs of hell control: | 
Drive em with all the terrors from my face, 
And fill my ſoul with humble hopes of grace, 8 
And waft it ſafe to world's $ all new and firange, - 
N never more to find nor feax a A (hangs. 
N 1.4 


| Wonan' 4 
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Woman 5 ben 


1 Lately due with! my pen, 
And yow'd I'd never write agen, 
But women's vows, alas! how frail, 
I cannot ſtop 'till paper fail: 
For till each ſcrip of that be gone, 
My pen's bewitch'd and will go on, * 
For tho' I'm ſtupid as that ſowl, 
' Which is in Engliſh call'd an owl, 
I cannot make my pen lie ſtill, 
Was ever ſuch a fubborn Das: 


Daphne 5 Complain, 


F' 


8. 0 * FY 
S 25 4 6 bn 
Was wretched Daphne laid, 5 
Each ſprightly,zoy her breaſt forſook,. | 
And gtief o 'erwhelm'd the maid. 
SP. od 
| Her bend of kit E Mb % nd 2 
Her eyes deen e 0 2 ur 
And ſilent tears expreſs'd a 23 * 11 


: 4 1 


| III. 

From her ſad boſom torn with pain. 

| Deep ſighs inceſſant broke; 

When to the liſt'ning nymphs and ſwains, Fn. 
The wretched virgin ſpoke: © © © 


| IV. 
Wou'd you, my adds, neꝰ er feel a ſhock, 
To diſcompoſe your eaſe, | 
Then ſhun, oh! ſhun the fatal rock, 
1 8 Which broke * Daphne 's peace. 


| | WT V. 

Fly love, as peſtilental air. 
Avoid the poiſonous blaſt, 

For if he enters, all is care, 


And ey'ry joy is paſt, 
. 


If once admitted to your breaſt, 

He ſoon will triumph there; 
He'll baniſh peace, content and reſt, 4 
And le in black deſpair. 

p VII. 
As you are now, 1 dude was gay, 
Was chearful, and ſerene, 


I ſung and ſpotted time away, 
And felt no pain within. 


— 
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VIII. 


r g 
; TI ſuffer d love to reign, 


I'm rob'd of all my former reſt, 


And all within is pain. 


* Miſe LE WIS, 


L 


By * Dr. Sil. Ma ſter of the Charter-Houſe, 


LONDON. 


INCE Sylvia has return'd her lyre, 
And rak'd her old poetic fire; | 
Twere unpolite in proſe to greet her, —_ 
n | Ev'n howd'ye's now ſhould run in-metre : 
= If then the nymph, next #jovial day, 
Will condeſcend to drink her tea, h 
There, where the en ing ſpring, 
Has almoſt made a parſon ſing; 
Not Helicon profuſely quaff'd, ) 
When once 1'th' year Apollo laugh d * 
Not the rich fruitage of the vine, 
Whence wit alike and count'nagce ſhine, 
Could ſuch true ſpirits quick 1 impart 
To Phabus, and to Bacchus heart, 


. bf . # 
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In was a cuſtom with the company reſiding at Hott, to give tea in 
the Great Room, once or morg during their ſtay there. 
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As China s herb and common water, 
Wich merely mortal bread and bucer, 
Will give us; if Louiſa ihare, - _ 
Moſt, it her fire too cou d * there,, 


To Dr, SALTER, 


N invitation a in POR 
Ho nice the eaſy numbers chime, 
I vow I ſcarce believe my eyes, 


And gaze with pleaſure and ſurpriſe, 
But hold, why ſhould my wonder riſe ? 
Since but a moment's recolleQion, 
And the leaſt trifle of reflection, 7 
On the inviter, in a minute, | 
Tell me there is no wonder in it; 
But here it is aſcrib'd to water, 
My muſe, (and twas experience taught her) 
Declares tho' great th' intrinſic merit, 
Of this ſame ſpring, a higher ſpirit, 
Is neceſſary to inſpire, 
The muſe, with ſprightly, ſparkling fire. 
I'll take a glaſs of wine, and ſee, 
What good effect 'twill have on me. 
'Tis done, but now both time and paper, ook 
And likewiſe a decaying taper, 7 ; 
Tell her, ſhe muſt conclude with paying 4s 0 
Her complimental thanks, and ſaying 
4 | oy Di: With 
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Wich pleaſure ſhe the call attends, 
To drink her tea, and meet her friends, 2 
And friends when chearful, kind and free, wes 

Can into neRtar turn plain tea, * 

And with the ſprightly wit they utter, 

Change to ambroſia, bread and butter, 

Her father wiſhes, but in vain, 

He could attend the chearful train. 


4 8 Mc. 
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He gayly time FRE when my | Chloe was near, 

Each object could charm, and twas ſpring all the year, 
Each flower bloom'd bright when ſhe walk'd by my fide, 
But when ſhe departed, they wither'd and dy'd. 


II, 
How pleaſant the plain, and how ſweet was the mead, 
How charming the fountain, refreſhing the ſhade; 
While nature's gay muſic from every grove, 

With harmony tun'd all my ſenſes to love. 


„ | BOL | 
But ſince ſhe no longer appears on the plain, 
In every place I meet nothing but pain; 
In objects, tho' charming, no charms can I find, 
For Chloe's idea is ſtill in my mind. 


mig 1 | CP | A I— 1 
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' 4. 1 (Ban 8 A 'F 
Green plains, and gay ind, have 10 pleaſures for re, 


Nor ſongſters harmonious that chant from each tree, 
Nor ſoft falling fountains that tinkling ftray, 
Tis all a dark chaos when Chloe's away. 


Thr and op ; 


£ 4 ö . 94 £ x \ 
1 kf : \1 " 3 


Bug gone, thou blind puppy, nor r flutter i round me; 
What means it? thou'ſt ſure an intention to wound me, 
Shew none of thy Delia's, nor Daphne's tome; + 
Thy darts I defy, Andrelolve to be free.. 
2961 20 1116 5 11 ZN 
Shall I be a ſlave, . ſigh, 93 N 
Yet nothing but ſcorn, and neglect ever meet?... 198 
I'm not ſuch an aſs, let me tell thee, young Cupid, 
Nor can all thy wiles ever make me ſo ſtupid; 
Keep thy arrows for fools, aſſure you I can. 
On me they are loſt, you have miſs d, ſir, your man, 
Should'ſt thou empty thy quiver, in vain they'd all fly, 
Bright reaſon's my ſhield, and thy darts I . * 


Cupid laugh'd, — Pin > mo; vain, is * — 
For Chloe, fair Chloe, poſſeſſes thy heat; 
How vain is thy boaſt, that thy heart's free as air, 
While Chloe reigns abſolutg ſovereign there 
By night ſhouldſt thou ſlumber, ſhe's always thy dream, 
And all the day long ſhe's thy thought, and thy theme ; 
What! 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 


„ 
What ! the fir ne has frown? and e pms 


7 


free, Ne ß e 


ty ron and pride bows to Chloe and me. 


110 


But know, 15525 my pow'r thou haſt dar'd to defy, 
For Chloe thou ever ſhalt languiſh and die; | 
For Chloe in vous, = Annu he ſhalt figh, 


4 Recap to cure Love. 


Bis it tele HT Ea 
Gather'd from healthy pleaſant. n # 
Your hands both full of buſineſs take,. | 
And near a pint of Lethe's lake ; 
With fourteen ounces of refleQtion ; 
But not a grain of recollection, 
Of reaſon add, at leaft a pound, 
Let it be ſolid, ſtrong, and ſound; 
Of harmleſs pleaſure, ounces fix, 
een & 


When thus prapar d, oft take a doſe ; 
*Twill never fail to give niques 
Bur if at any time you find, 
Soft wiſhes rifing in your PN 
Shun ſolitude, and inftant fly, | 
And mix in airy company, 
Where all ate chearſul, free and gay, 
: And love will quickly fly away. 
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Tagge, 
Nor of love's delightful j Joys 3 
Oft I ſee the fatal harm 

' Wretches feel, whom he W 


Z4LTLC 11517 922 '? II. ti! 1 

Well 1 know, each blooming grace, 

Then from Celia's faded face. 
To a 1 oe would fly. 


cat petting Wade a” ee T ee 
And transfer your warm addreſs wt | 
I'll not barter certain peace, ee Vf 
For uncertain happineſs. | 5 a 
dT 1 C5 — W. 75 en vi 
Peace, and foft content are mine, 
Phantom ſhades Thier db, hn? 
Happineſs:is too divine, 
Scenes of vanity to grace. 
I Det [> 25 
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A Soliloquy after, hearing a Diſcourſe on, Love, 


WEE what this love is for my life I can't gueſs, 
Which caules ſuch wailings, ſuch ſighs, and dtreſs, 
I wiſh I could ſee him: but what do I mean ?. i 
They fay tho' he's felt, he can never, be ſeen; 120 
And may I ne'er teel him, if he gives | ſuch ſmart, 2:0 
So tortures, ſo teazes, and wounds the poor heart: 
His captives complain, that he freezes, then burns, | 
And gives them ſtrange pleaſure, and pain too by turns ; 
'Tis ſurpriſing to hear of his wonderful nature, 
To be ſure, he muſt be a prodigious odd creature. 

At ud os aut T 

I've a ſtrange inclination to know what it is, 

Suppoſe I ſhould try—what! and forfeit my peace? 
Too dear for ſuch knowledge I'm ſure I ſhould pay, 
If eaſe from my boſom ſhould fly quite away ; ee 
But I'm told that one day, whether 1 will or no, 
He'll pierce thro' my breaſt with his arrows of woe; 
Why, what ſhall I do? Tl een lock up my heart, 
And then bid defiance to him, and his dat: 
And whene'er from my cottage 1wenture:to roam, 
For fear I ſhould loſe it, I'll leave it at home; 
The key ſhall be reaſon, ſecure it will lie, 
Now Love all thy arrows I boldly defy.. 


gas 4 


* X Seeing 
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Seeing a Flock of Lambs playing 2 a Meadow, 


OOR harmleſs race, bleſs'd, that you cannot ſee 
Into the hidden depths of deſtiny ; - b . 

The ſad fore- knowledge of your future fate, _ 

Would pall each pleaſure of your preſent ſtate; 

Could you in thought ſurvey the bloody knife, 

That muſt diſſever ſoon your thread of life, 

Or did you know that man, obdurate man, 

Decreed your death before your life began ; 

From ſelfiſh views alone became your nurſe, 

To gratify his taſte, or fill his purſe; 

From him, as from the prowling dog you'd fly, 

And always view him with an hateful eye: 

The verdant vale no longer would delight; 

Nor limpid ſtreams be grateful to your fight, _ 

No more in ſportive race you'd ſweep the mead, 

Nor ſleep ſerene beneath the waving ſhade, 

- Approaching death, would poiſon ev'ry joy, 

Blaſt all your bliſs, and all your peace deſtroy. 


Ye innocents, ſport out your little ſpan ; 
And when your final hour's decreed by man. 
When torn by fate, from theſe delightful plains, 
O! may your death be ſudden, ſhort your pains. 


. 1 7 . 
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A 8 ON G. 
I. 
HEN cold indifference chills the 3 | 
The lover ſighs in vain, it 
Ware deaf to ev'ry fond requeſt, 
Regardleſs of his pain. 
5 5 
But O! how eaſy are we won, 
When nature does conſpire, 


And aids the lover, then how ſoan, 
We catch the trembling fire. 


UI. 
When love has warm'd the heart, 
Our eyes ſtill e eee 
A ſay dis all but art. 


Slender — . 
| Addreſ'd to 0 Friend, 


bil vie was with ben ee ed 
(And that's the beſt of wit, 'is thought) 
That when a woman dares itidite, - © 
And ſeek in print the public ſight, 


* 


No doubt ſhe thinks, we muſt admire 


FE 1] 


All tongues are preſently in motion, 
About her perſon, mind, and portion; 
And ev'ry blemiſh, ev'ry fault, 

Unſeen before, to light is brought. 
Nay gen'roufly they take the trouble, 
Thoſe blemiſhes and faults to double. 


Whene er you chance her name to hear, 


Be ſure, with. a contemptuous fneer, 


Some one exclaims, O, ſhe's a wit! 
And I've obſery'd that epithet | 
Means ſelf- conceit, ill nature, pride, 


And fifty hateful things beſide: 


The men art mighty apt to ſay, 
This filly girl has loſt her way, 
Out of that ſphere attempts to ſhine, 
Which nature for her did deſign ; 


And ſuch a rhyming wit deſire; 
But here her folly does appear, 
We neyer chooſe a learned fair, 


Nor like to fee a woman try 


With our ſuperior parts to vie. 
She ought to mind domeſtic cares, 
The ſex were made for ſuch affairs. 
She'd better take in hand the needle, 


And not pretend to rhyme, and riddle, _ 


Shall women thus uſurp the pen? 
That weapon nature made for men. | 
Ma Preſumptuous 


1 164 J 


preſumptuous thing! how did the dare; 
This implement from us to tear? | 


In ſhort, if women are allow'd, 
(Women by nature vain, and proud} 
Thus boldly on the preſs to ſeize; 

And ſay in print whate'er they pleaſe, 
They'll foon their lawful lords deſpiſe, 
And think themſelves, as Sybils, wiſe, 


Thus far the men their wit diſplay, 
Let's hear now what the women ſay. 


Now we'll ſuppoſe a tattling ſet 

Of females, o'er tea-table met, 

While from its time-conſuming ſtreams, 

Ariſe a hundred idle themes, 

Of fans, of flounces, flies, and faces, 

Of lap-dogs, lovers, lawns and laces. © 

At length this well-known foe to fame, 

In luckleſs hour brings forth my name 

Then all exclaim. with great good · nature, 

O Lord! that witty thyming'creature 
Alternate all their parts ſuſtain; 

Pray, don't you think ſhe's mighty vain, 

Says one; no doubt, another-cries : 

Vain, Lord, of what?" a third replies, 

What tho! ſuppoſe the thing can rhyme, - - 

And on the changing numbers chyme, 


— hy 
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No merit lies in that, dis plan. RARE 
Cs Bien ms oo eG. nar 
I make no doubt, could write as well, 


Would they but try, perhaps excel. 


Then thus Philantha, in whoſe breaſt, 
Good - nature is a conſtant gueſt, 
I own, I've heard before, with pain, 
Some people call her proud, and vain, 
I know her well, yet ne er could ſee,  « 
Either her pride, or yanity, - | 


But really I don't apprehend, 


She ever yet a poem penn k 
They're all another's works, no doubt, 


With which ſhe makes this mighty rout,. . 


You, madam, _ 1 find, her friend, | 


That's very like, but, Miſs, ſuppoſe, - 

She does the tedious ſtuff compoſe, 
Yet for my part, tho' ſome may praiſe, _ - 
And ſtick the creature out with bays, 
I can ſee nothing in the ſcrawls, 

That for ſuch vaſt encomiums calls, 
Tis true, in length if merit hes, 1 
From all ſhe'Il bear away the prize, ' 
Of real wit twas ſtill the way, 
Much in not many words to ſay ; 
But ſhe this happy method flights, 

| A Jute fan, tho much ſhe writes, | 
M 3 4 This 
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This for her poems may be ſaid, - 
They're mighty good to hull the head; 
For nothing there peccant you'll find, - 

| To raiſe the laugh, or rouſe the mind, 
As ſmooth as oil the numbers glide, 
Like chaff upon a ſilver tide _ 
They neither pleaſe, nor pain the mind: 
Then thus the friendly nymph rejoin'd : 


It is to many ſo well known, 
That all thoſe poems are her own, 
I wonder any one can doubt it,, 
Or have a lingle thought about it, 
And oft I've heard the lines mat, 
Then all allow, they're yell intended. 


That may pethaps be true enough; 
But who's the better for her ſtuff. 
I ſee no difference in the times, 
The world's not mended by her raymes. 
She to the men, I apprehend, 
Intends herſelf to recommend | 
By rhyming, but too late ſhe'U find, 
They don't ſo much regard the mind; 

For tho' they're civil to her face, 
Tis all a farce, and mere grimace; _ 
Her back once turn'd, I've heard em ſwear, 
They hated wiſdom i in the fair, 
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Then ſhe's ſo nice and ſo rein i 
About the morals, and the mind, RE 
That really, madam, I'm afraid, 

This rhyming wit will die a maid ;. 

And if ſhe weds, it is high time, | 

I think ſhe's almoſt paſt her prime. - 

Why, with the men, as I've been told, 

She'll paper converlations hold. 


| Madam, that's fakt, 1 long have known iþ 
Without a bluſh I've eq her own it. 


Good Lord! — women are ſo bold, 
I vow, I bluſh to hear it told; 
I hate cenſoriouſneſs, but when 
Girls freely correſpond with men, 
I can't forbear to ſpeak my mind, 
Altho' to ſcandal ne'er inclin'd. 
Well, I proteſt I never yet 
To any man a letter writ; 
It may be innoccent, tis true, 
But tis a thing I ne er could do, 


Well, cry'd Philagtha, I proteſt, 
Il almoſt think you are in jeſt, 
For really, Miſs, I cannot ſee 
In this the breach of modeſty ; 
With men we chat away our time, 
And none ü drm: 
b M4 8 And 
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And where's the difference, if we write, 
Tis but our words in black and white. 
I think we may without offence, 
Converſe by pen with men of ſenſe, 
Improving correſpondence hold, 

And yet be neither free, nor bold. 


Well, let us ſay no more about her, 
But entertain ourſelves without her ; 
No harm Imeant, nor none I wiſh ; 
Miſs, won't you drink another diſh ? 
Not one drop more, I thank you, madam, 
Here take away the tea-things, Adam. 
And bring the cards, and fince-we're met, 
Pray let us make at whiſt a ſet. 


Thus tea and ſcandal, cards and faſhion, 
Deſtroy the _ of half the on: | 


Now why muſt this, 'Y be the cafe, 
When women ſeek in print a place? 
Why are the needle, and the pen, 
Thought incompatible by men ? 
May not a woman touch the quill, 
And yet be a good houſewife ſtill? 
Why is it thought in us a crime, 
To utter common ſenſe in rhyme ? 6414? 4 
Why muſt each rhymer be a wit p E 
Why mark'd with that loath'd — * 
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For envy, hatred, ſcorn, or fear 
To wit, you know, is often near. 
Good - natur'd wit, polite, reſin d. 
Which ſeeks to pleaſe, not pain the mind, 
Ho rare to find! for O, how few 
Have true and gen'rous wit like you! 


Why muſt we certainly be vain, 
If nature gives a rbyming brain ? 
This trifling talent bove the croud 
Can only make vain — r 


BZ3But why to you this ſhould am 

* Whoſe ſoul's above ſuch abject ſpite, 

. Your mind in different mould was caſt, 
To raiſe a character, not blaſt ; 

Yet don't miſtake, nor think my muſe 
The world in general means t' accuſe, 
Since many ſtill, in theſe degen'rate days, 
Of either ſex, like you, with pleaſure praiſa - 
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I. 
Pon Thyrſis Owe tha oe) 
And there the penſive ſwain, | 
„ Fiere'd with the pangs of hopeleſs love, 
Thus told the winds his pain. 
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Where is thy boaſted reaſon now, 
Ah! whither is it fled? 
Why did I ſport with Cupid's bow, 
And dare the pow'rful God. 
By reaſon's ſtrength, I ever thought 
To guard my heart from harms, 
But I'm by ſad experience taught, 
That love has ſtronger arms. 
"20a. 
O all ye nymphs and ſwains beware, 
And never love defy, 
Left when entangl'd in his ſnare, 
Like me you hopeleſs ſigh. 


Ye : 


| How bright the lover's fire, 


But when poſſeſs d, how ſoge: they dale. K 
wy An N Graf 


ILE virgin charms 1 the maid, 


* ("mn ] 
No mort enn bets love alarms, ' 
Nor heaves with ardent {ighs; 
But all her ſweetneſs, with her charms, 
On his cold'boſom dies. 
Each tender, fond endearing art 
She tries, but tries in vain, 
Nought can recal his fickle heart, 
Nor lure it back again. 
7 IV. 
Wich tears, repentance and deſpair, 
Anxiety and pain, 
: . plung'd in ſoul diftrafting care, 
She drags the galling chain, 


| An Evening | Walk. 


9 Phcebus drives adown the azure ſteep 
His blazing car, and ſeeks the oozy deep, 
The warbling world from each melodious grove, - 
Pour forth their ſongs of harmony and love; 
From painted meads, ſweet clouds of incenſe riſe, 
And nature pays her fragrant ſacrifice, 
Faint zephyr ſighs for Phebus parting ray, 
Sinky on the flow vm and panting dies away. 
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How ſmooth, how verdant ſhines yon diſtant plaj, 
There finks the vale oppreſt with golden grain, 
By nature's hand a rolling current led 
Low in the valley makes its reſtleſs bed; . 

Here ſtately woods invite the wand'ring eyes, 
There temples, towns, and rural villas riſe, 
A thouſand beauties crown the lovely _ 
And univerſal nature Nr ſerene. 


Here down a craggy rock by nature led, 
A chryſtal fountain ſeeks an humbler bed, 
The moſly cliffs wreck each advent'rous wave, 
And daſh them foaming to the cavern'd graves 
(That grave where each ſucceeding wave was laid) 
Had by its predeceſſors long been made; h 
Confus'd they meet their fate with wild ſurpriſe, 
But ſoon the ſhatter'd waves united riſe, 


And eager preſs to ſeek a calmer ſtate, 


Still murmuring at their paſt unhappy fate ; 
Now o'er the num'rous pebble's dimply ſtray, 
And wortive with the rolling pavement play, 
While the gay emblem of light vanity, 

The ſhining bubbles riſe, they riſe and die: 
How frail how fleeting is their borrow'd breath, 
n ae e 


Thick as thoſe cities, life with ils; is ng 
And various woes into that ſtream are thrown, - 
Some light and {mall are quickly born away 
Some large and heavy make a longer ſtay ; 
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But O! true emblem of our fleeting'joys, ; 
Thoſe ſhining bubbles which. our breath deſtroys, 
Still on the ſurface of life's ſtream they glide, 

And with falſe colours paint the glaily tide : 

The dazzled eye the glitt'ring air ſurveys, 

The glitt'ring air the ſilly heart betrays, | 

We toil to taſte, what the gay ſhell contains 

But cruel diſappointment pays our pains, 7421 >6 

Eager we catch the imaginary joy, Hd a f 
FFF 100 


5 4 Friend's Wiſh. 


TELLA when you, theſe lines untaught by art, 
Shall read, in ev'ry line you'll read my heart; 

Tho fortune does me from you far divide; 
Yet my beſt wiſhes never quit your ſide : 
But ſtill purſue you like the ſilent ſhade, 
And wander with you thro? the painted mead ; 
At morn, at eve, when low to heav'n I bend. 
For you my pray'rs with fervency aſcend : 
Your bliſs ſupreme thoſe warm petitions ſeek, 
Your higheſt happineſs, and thus they ſpeak. 


— 


May reaſon all your words, and actipns guide, 
And over every wiſh, and thought preſide; 
May you till time has meaſur d out your ſpan, 

Be free from pain, as mortal creatures can; 
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May you obtain each hope, and each deſire, - 
With which bright reaſon ſhall your ſoul inſpire; 
May no unruly paſſions riſe within, 

But all be peaceful, eaſy, and ſerene 

Your heart may ev'ry heav'nly virtue grace, 
And piety maintain the higheſt place ; 

May you this world deſpiſe with all its toys, 
Its fading ſplendors, and its fleeting joys; - 
Careleſs of theſe, till fix your mental eye, 

On thoſe which never fade, which never fly. 
Ne'er may you tire in the glorious chace: 

But follow virtue with a vigorous pace; 
When cloſe purſy'd, ſhe'll ſueh rewardls beſtow, 
As from externals ne er were known. to flow; 
Herſelf below your bright reward will be, 
Above ſhe'll give a bleſs'd eternity. 
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I, 
WY HEN Chloe appears on the plain, 
Each ſhepherd is blithſome and gay, 
But gloomy the face of each ſwain, 0 


Whenever fair Chloe's away. 


II. 
When ſhe trips o'er the flow ry lawn, 
The herds quit their ſood to gaze on her, 
As ſteel by the load- ſtone is drawn, 
So Chloe alf eyes draws upon her. 


[95] 

The lambs with delight friſk around her, n 

The birds ſwell their warbling throats, 
On fluttering pinions ſurround her, 

And pour forth their muſical notes. 

. IV. ö | 

On Avon's cap banks when ſhe's ſeen, 95 

Each fiſh nimbly ſkims to the ſhore, 


To gaze on the bright ſea-born queen, 
And proſtrate their goddeſs adore. 


V. 
Each flower blooms gayer and brighter, 
And fain would her perſon invade; 


They pour forth their ſweets to delight her 
And wiſh on her boſom to fade. 
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1. | | 
YA HAT. ratied beauties round me riſe, 
In nature's lovely field, 
While here they pleaſe, and ere ſurpriſe, | 
What ſweet delight they yield. | 1 
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e 
Gay, chearful green.adorns each tren, 

Mills dimple thro' the mead; ' | 
While nature's rural harmony, 0 

Warbles thro' ev'ry ſhade. 

III. „ 

Odours from fragrant meads exhale, 
By gentle zephyrs fann'd, 
' Their glowing beauties crown the vale, 
n= And woo the gazer's hand. 


; IV. 
Juſt ſo do virgin charms delight, 
But gather d, fade and die,. 
No more attract the raptur d ſight, (d 


Lis by you, I once was highly grac 's, 
Squeez'd by your hands, and deck'd your well-turn'd 
waiſt, 
Preſs'd by your ruby lips with fond careſs, 7 | 
And deem'd an ornamental part of dreſs ; 4 
But ſoon alas ! this hapÞy ſtation loſt, 
One year alone ſuch fayours could I boaſt;: 
Deny d your preſence, and quite baniſh'd thence, 


Nor pleaſe again, till mother's you cdmmencs, 1 
or 


% 


C 


Nor void of charms to theſe high favours riſe, | | 
For I am form'd to pleaſe both cars and eyes: 
I, like the brilliant beau, am gay and fees. 6 

In roſy robe, with gold or filver ſhine. . 

Nor you alone, ye fair, my beauty 3 


7 


The lordly ſex have doated on my charms, 
But oh! hard fate, though to complain I'm loath, 
Fickle and wavering 1 have found you bot. 
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To prudent young Stella began to make love, Th, 
Of ev'ry fair nymph that trips o'er the gay green, 

Sure thou art the faireſt my eyer have Cer den 00 

wh: ” | ; Greg | wes 

1 ſwear by thy beauties, Love thee much more, 3 

Than ever a ſwain lov d a virgin before, . 


And prize thee far more than a kingdom or crown, 
Then why doſt thou dreſs that fair face in a frown. 


| III. 
Strephon, had you before ne er courted a maid, 
I might merit pity if I were betray d; 
But Chloris and Daphne, and Phillis beſide, 


n court for a bride. 
N One 
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One Vielded, x was ; ruin's, * the others ain pine 
The loſs of their hearts, and the falſhood of thine; - 
Such love I diſdain, and ſuch lover's deſpiſe, ' | 
And ſcorn to _— of ſo worthleſs a prize. + L 


£1150! FLOP! v. Haut, 

Beware of, ye fair-ones, . 
Of wounding a heart which before has been wes; 
Been try'd and found wanting in honour and truth, 
Nor weep in old-age for e of youth. 


VI. 
By vanity prompted attempt not to prove 
The force of your charms in this field of falſe love, 
The man who a paſſion unfeeling will feign, 
Shou'd by &y'ry female be ſhiun'd with diſdain. 


x1 ON © 
eln n «1 29 VII. 6 7 
The Rome . may prove faithful * juſt, 
But falſe to the ſecond, if falſe to the firſt ; 
Then warn'd by example be wiſe e'er too late, . 
She merits her ruin, who dares to tempt fate. 


- 
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Paſtora dwelt, as fair a maid, 
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51 K 6445 Mii | 


Paſtora e the 1 
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[ JFON = peta rural plain, dare N 
Where peace, and plenty ever reien, 

As ever grac d a fy lin x ſhade, | PRIN 
Genteel her manners, rd mat” i MINT 
Her temper ſweet, her ſoul ſerene, |. | wt MY OY 
Her mind was, as, perlon, fair. | 
For ev'ry virtue, #ouriſh d there; 
She daily dreſt th' immortal part, 1d 
Clean was her perſon, and her wy 


Nor fortune was a niggard _—_ 5 
But gave her thirty thouſand pound. | 


Lov'd by the rich, blen by che poor, 4 
Who ne'er went empty from her (rol : 
To honeſt induſtry when blind 
Dame fortune prov'd, and was unkind,” 
When humble virtue Was diſtreſs d,. 4 | 
And helpleſs i innocence oppreſt, "a6 
Her purſe was always open wide, 
Their pains the eas d, 153 wants lupphy'd; 1 


L 18 1 
This was the uſe of wealth ſhe deem d, ; 
And merit tho' in rags eſteem d, . 
In rags it never long was known, _ 
If once 'twas to Paſtora ſhewn.” x. 


Books were her principle delight, 
In which her choice was always right: 
Her ſhelf no wanton novels lin'd, 
Her ſtudy was t improve the mind ; 
With humble, reverential awe, 
She read the bible's facred law, 
Into her heart tranſcrib di its r ules 
And ſcom'd the impious jeſts c 15 fools. 45 
Altho' at home her body ſta d, 1g * 
Her mind o'er all the globe h ſtray d; J 
She rov'd around the Britiſh ore. 
And travell'd Europe o er and o'er; ; 
Much ſhe admir'd the noble pag 
Of Greece's, Rome's s, and Ds 8 "TEL on 
Tho' moral writings much ſhe lo d. 2 8 
Divinity ſhe more approv'd; Bl 
She read wiſe maxims, and refleftions, 
Lives, eſſays, poems, and colleQions ; "$1 7 . 
She hence vaſt funds of knowledge drew, 3 856 
And thought ſhe human nature knew, 
But ſoon experience taught her more. 
Than all her books had done before. 5 np + 


The nymph around had many a frie nd, oy 
| Who did in town their winter's ſpend; f taut 
| They 
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They urg her. long 60 dp the fines, 77 
At length preyail'd, to town ſhe came: 
Like other folks her time ſhe ſpent, _ 
To ev'ry public place ſhe went ; 
Reſolv'd, if poſlible to find, 

What in them  charm'd all woman-kind. 
But ah! in vain ſhe ſearch'd around, 
The latent ſpell ſhe never found; 

And no ſurpriſe, Paſtora's heart 

Of reaſon was the counter- part, 

But all thoſe ſuperficial joys 

She there beheld, were folly's toys; 
Painted to pleaſe the empty mind, 

But ne'er for wiſdom's taſte deſign i 


Her virtue, fortune, face, and ſenſe, _ 
Soon made her deem'd of conſequence, 
So worthy of eſteem was thought, 

Her friendſhip by the beſt was ſought ; 
Nor did Paſtora fail to gain, 

Of lovers an admiring train, | 
Craſſus, in ſtrains above the reſt, 
His ſuit with tender axdour preſt; 

His ſenſe was good, his fortune 25 

And clear his honour as eſtate; 
Polite his manners, and his mein, | 
His perſon graceful, mind ſerene; , _ 

Such was the man who ardent try'd, _ 
lam ina aan ri wat 
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Warm billet-doux came wy morn, ' 

But yet the nymph, who was not den 
Beneath the am'rous planet's beam, 
Gave Craſſus nothing but eſteem : 

But as eſteem's the proper ground, 
Where reaſon's laſting [love is found, 

*T 'was probable Paſtora's heart. 


Would ſoon declare on reaſon's part. = 5 


But now ſuch ſwarms of brilliant beaur, 
Paſtora for their miſtreſs choſe, 22454 
Who, tho' with no encouragement 


They met, when to addreſs they went. 


Yet other nymphs neglefted were, 


Whoſe pride with no neglett could bear, 


And ſoon pale envy, cruel gueſt, ' 
Sunk into many a female breaſt : 
But in her perſon, or her mind, 
Since envy could no blemiſh bind, 
She on her fortune caſt an eye, 
Reſolv'd her poiſon there to try. 
Then boldly did the lie advance, 


That by ſome ſtrange, unlucky chance, 1 27.20 


This courted, celebrated toaſt, 

Had all her ample fortune loſt. 

So ſpecious had ſhe form' the tale, 

Io paſs for truth, it could not Keil; * 
From falſhood's mouth fame inſtant catch'd, 
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Aud with it jaunted up and down, Inamwioolsn | 
To ev'ry drum, and rout — 16-009 age 
Nor did the tatler fail to call, ans tub 
At tavern, op'ra, play, and ball: PR ORE” 
With accent ſad, and well feign'd . 
She whiſper d round the.ſpightful Be. 
While fiend- like joy's malignant ray, 
Behind the maſk of pity lay. "OE 
So well had ſubtle envy ſeign d. 
In ev'ry ear ſhe credit gain d. 


The maid, unknowing of the cheat, 
Herſelf too fayour'd the deceit ; 
A granſient cold, a day or two. 
Had kept her from the public view; ;; 
So inſtantly, they all concluded. 
Twas grief that kept her thus ſecluded. 


—— _— — 
_ * 


The nh next ay, dene wi, 
Of all that happen'd over - night. Cs 
Reſolv d a little jaunt to take, 
And mongſt her friends ſome. viſits n_ 
The chair was call'd, ſhe took her round, 
But ſcarce a ſoul at home ſhe found. 
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So complai ſant they were to fame, 

That but one friend temain d the ſame; 
The porters early had their cue, Ben 
And if ſhe came, knew what to do:· _-- 
So with a ſaucy voice and air, 1 LA 


ON 


They ſlapt the doors againſt her chair, 
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The footman rap'd at many a door, 

Some two or three above a ſcore, 

But entrance gain'd at only four, 

At three of thoſe, ſurpriſing change! 

They look'd ſo cold, reſerv'd'and ſtrange, 

No more ſhe was with pleaſure heard. | 

No more her ſentiments rever'd; | 

Her ev'ry charm of form and mind, 
Mere with her fortune all declin'd, 

Ourev'ry ſack there nia hilt, 8 

Which told the nymph they wiſh'd her room. 


. 


And full of wonder homeward went, 
And aſk'd what how-d'y's had been ſent ? 
But ſtill to heighten her ſurpriſe, | 
Madam, not one, the maid replies: Wi 
All the remainder of the day, 
She paſt in ſolitude away. 
No billet came, no invitation, ' h 
To ball, drum, rout, or rich collation ; 
The nymph was in amazement loſt, 
From thought to thought | her ſoul was toſt ] 
She long'd to ſee the coming day, nota 
It came and paſt the ſame away, 
S No footman rap'd, no chair drew near, 
Nor did i inviting c card appear ; ; 
No billet-doux, no Craſſus came, 


And now ſhe trembled for her fam.. 


She took her leave with free conſent, 
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Some ſecret fatal-wound'ſhe fear d. 

Next morn the flagrant lie appear d; 

The nymph alone was penſive fat, 

When Betty enter'd in a heat. 941 
O madam ! I'm quite out of breath, 
I'm ſure ſuch liar's merit dean 
Hanging's too good, burn em ſay I, | 
Was ever ſuch a monſtfrous lie! 1 wal] : 
That folk ſhould have ſo. little grace ! N 4-691 
Would we had never ſeen the place; 

Im fo provok d- Nay, pr'ythee, hold, 

Paſtora cry'd, and quick unfold, - 

From head to foot I ſhake with fear; 

And long, 'yet dread the lie to hear. 

O madam! 'tis ſo very bad, A1 

Tis quite enough to make one Hah 

This morning, "twas affirm'd to John, ? 
That all your fortune's loſt arid zone: 


John ſays, it is in ev'ry mouth, 
Who * new * 0 fwear- dis truth. | 


What! ay Paſtora ery'd, 
My fame is ſafe, I'm ſatisfy d, 
And is this fancied loſs the cauſe, | 
That from me all he world eee 
And was it then my abje& pelf, 
The world admir'd and e? 
Does gold intrinſic merit give,” 
Ne depriv'd of fortune, mer | * 
— Does 
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Does money make us good and,wile,: - 15 t tat 

. 73 
1 ol.volawes ee, 

But never knew the world before; 

Alas! I've with experience bought, 

= A knowledge which they never taught; Ms 

_ - They never could, with all their art. 

| | Teach me to read the human heart; 

But now before my wond'ring eyes, 

The gilded volume open lies, 

Thoſe characters ſo dark before, 

Ave dack and mt ne acmons: - 1 

What painful knowledge ſprings to light, £ 

My ſick ning n abhors the light, , 


Let Me yer Si ane 
by Who only from the dead have drain d., 
| | The living volumes muſt, be red. 
f | T'explain the meaning of the dead, laat off 77 
1 Who aims at knowledge unconfin'd, 
As well as books mul}. read kin 


Why ad 1 . 9 
Where wiſdom, peace, and pleaſure reign, 4 
Why did I leave thy pure delightss | 
For reſtleſs days, and ſleepleſs nights? | 

I come, I come dear native ſhades, |. 


Ye crpal forums pd o'r ove, 
evo] {2 MW 
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Again with wiſdom there to ſtray, 
While lovely virtue leads the ways 

Far from the noiſy! town Fll fly, 

Where falſhood reigns with elumny, 9% 1% 

Where gold eraſes deepeſt ſtains, Wot 12417 
And fortune love and friendſhip Err A 
Where truth and honour bleeding lie, 

And gold's the reigning deity, © © 

Courted, rever'd, ador'd, addreſs oro & 

While heav wy virtue's | but a — 


Farewell the baſe e 
Whoſe favour wealth alone can bribe, - 
Who know no merit but in gold. 
And think deſert is bought and ſold: 6. 
Thus ſpoke the maid, reſolv d no mne, 
To anchor on this — ſhores 0 


Now fortune” «buſy ſiſter, kite. 01 
That ever prattling lying dame, 3 . 
Next morning took it in her head, | 
To contraditt each word ſhe'd ſaidd + 
She ſaid Paſtora was belyd, 

And inſtant turn'd the rapid tide 5 ' | 

Her worth which with her wealth anna, 

Wich that again aroſe and thin'd; at 75 


* 
* 
. * 


Obedient to the voĩce of fame, | 
Friends, invitations, how-@'y's canes” 7 
The fooumati's te wen oben heard,” 0 


And Craſſus W cht 
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Paſtora's ſoul was undiſguis d., 

Nor could ſhe fawn where ſhe deſpis'd, 

She ſcorn'd each mean diſſembling art, 
Together went her tongue and heart; 

Her ſoul diſdainꝰd ſuch abje& minds, 

And not one gueſt admittance finds ; 

Nor Craſſus ſelf could entrance gain, 

Both billet-doux and bribes were vain, 

The ſeal ſhe would not deign to break, 

Nor ev'n in paper hear him ſpeak ; 

His former letters now were burn'd, 

His preſent billets all return dq, 

And thus was Betty bid to ſay: 

The footman had miſtqok his way, 

To bring em there he ſure was blind, 

They all were for the bank deſign d. 

Nor could or faithleſs friend or lover, 

Paſtora's favour more recover, 

Who with the knewledge here ſhe'd bought, -- 

.Once more her ſylvan manſion ſought, | 
There liv'd admir'd, eſteem'd, belov'd; 
By heav'n, and by herſelf approv'd, 


In the bright hlogn.of thoughtleſs youth, 
She learn this melancholy truth; | 
Where fortune lower where once ſhe ſhin'd, 
The world ke her groor det: od Was | 
Nor ever fails to imitate, ; _-._ 

| x | deer e 
Nor ſenſe nor merit can it ſee, | 

| I dreſt in humble poverty, 
| 


* 


* 
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The loot and the Snavow, - 


TUT 3 mtr of 


or ka e . 5 0 7 
A fool, by reafon's ray unbleſt; 3.700 

Stroll'd forth, white o'er the fragrant mead. 
Before him went his letigthen'd 3 

The fool of nature with 91 A 
Survey d the viſionary wight, tail Slit YT 
The pleaſing image wiſh'd to feize: nents; wolf 
And thought he could'embrace*t dete y 


. - 
* a * 


Then ſwift he ſcour'd the meadow Oer. ny 
As ſwift the ſhadow flew before, FAIR AT AIRS 
Oft ſtrove to graſp its fancy'd'charins,” 


But empty air 1 r 
Impatient grown to earth he falls. 
With out- ſtretch'd arins and thus be bowls: wo 
Ah ha! I think thow'rt'caught/at laft;” ” 

I've got, and I will hold thee faſt. 

But feeling now to find'the prize, | : 
He gap'd and ſtar d with wild ſurpriſe, * 
The vain deluder was no more,. 5 . 
Aloud the fool began to roar, p 
To find his hop'd-for prize was fled, i 
. And obig dude, che graſfy bed. 


Ta 


94 
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To charm him more a longer ſhade, 
Declining Phœbus now had made; 
He laugh. d aloud, the chace renew d, 1 5 
And with redoubled ſpeed . 8 
Once more he fell, with ardent graſp 
To earth, the darling joy to elaſp. , 


Ah! luckleſs hour, unhappy wight, 


Beneath the graſs conceal'd from _ 

An adder lay, ando his bret. 
The ideot claſp'd the fatal gueſt;.; | 1 
— —-— tb lone 
And fills each vein with burning ſmart. etl 


Thus reaſor!s ſons like nature's el. 4 
While paſſion in the boſom rules, ag 
Pruſue the ſhadows of, their brain. 15 HT 
And waſte their, lives in chaſes vain... 18 


Whene'er we'd ſeize the painted toys, ie) mort L 
Like the poor ideot's ſhade, our joys. .- 
Diſſolve in air with all their charm ;; :-, 


Amaz d we view our empty arms; 1 


Like him dejefted, weep and dish, +2 


Till we another ſhadow ſpy; '- 1... 1. 


Like him again renew the, chace, Ani fe 
Again an airy ſhade embrace z/;,, ||. ... ... ; 
And if a ſhade alone we find, : £ Aus 
We ought to think our ſtara age kind: Lass 5 LF 
For ah how oft conceal'd there. lies, 47 
Beneath the point which charms our e., ” 5 
Some fatal woe, ſome poiſonous ſmart, 


Which ng wh pungent pains che beat. Lt 


: 1 0 . * 7 
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The Philoſopher 40 the 5 an of a Word 
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1 of this Tutir borrowed from 
l- er gens, Ty 
eee i nor A 
c 00919 eee 3 1222/4 
| bee was, by nature out 
Of ſolid- ſenſe, and judgment found. 
From childhood train d in wiſdom's — 
He could his ev ry paſſion rule 1 
Reaſon thoſe boiſterous inmates chain's ds bf.) 
Peace in his breaſt perpetual reign'd, 16 
Nor pains, nor loſſes, griefs, nde 9117 26 We 
Could ever raiſe re _ £35 707 - 
b +13 9: 1. 
Long in nnd ha tant: NEL) 
And help'd to ſteer the helm — 
There midſt the painful, buſy ſcene + 
Was ever calm, compos'd, ſerene, 
At length retir'd fromſhow and noiſe, 
He ſought the conntry's rural joys; 
The filent, ſylvan, ſweet retreat, 
Was his hereditary ſeat. | | 


L ws J 
Around he bade his bounty ſlow, 


To cheer the drooping heart of woe; 
His ſweeteſt pleaſure ſtill he found, 


In ſpreading ſmiling eaſe arbuno. 


Full in the brilliant bloom of life, 
He loſt a lovely much-lov'd wife; 
Two ſmiling, ſprightly, blooming boys, 
Dear pledges of their mutual joys, 
In life's gay morn were ſnatch'd away, 
And fell to death an early prey: 
A friend, his ſoul's fair counter-part, 
Next felt the tyrant's direful dart ; 
Then fortune in her fickle vein, || 
Took half ſhed-giv/a him back again; 
Soon after, the ſtone's racking ſmart, . 
Made ev'ry nerve with torture ſtart. . - 


(And ah! what cure could then be found, 
Since twas before five thouſand pound, 


Was given by Britain's parliament, 

For egg-ſhells and ſoap alicantꝰ 
Camillus felt the dreadful blows, 

Yet met ſerene this train of woes; 
Peace ſtill reſided in his breaſt, 

No paſſion diſcompos'd his reſt : 

Now fifty annual ſuns had roſe, 

And ſet upon his calm repoſe, 

When from the court a friend one day, 
A tranſient viſit came to pay: 


Who 


Tho 


Midſt toils of ſtate, cares, griefs, and firife, 
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Who found his body ſore oppreſt 


By pain, but ſtill his mind at reſt. 


Now various things they talk'd about, 


Ot who was in, and who was out, 


Of who had run's eſtate quite thro?, 

And then to foreign realms withdrew ; 2 
Of what rich heireſs late by ſtealth, 

Had bought an huſband with her wealth; 

What blooming maid, all innocence; 

Was ſold to age and impotence. 

When thus the viſitant expreſt, 

The thoughts which roſe within his breaſt: 


I've oft reflected with ſurpriſe ; | 
This moment does new wonder riſe, -:  , - 


To ſee you thus enjoy repoſe, 


*Midſt ſuch accumulated woes, 
Griefs, pains, and loſſes ſuch as you 
Suſtain, in life I never knew ; 


Vet lighter cares and ills annoy 


My breaſt, and all my peace deſtroy ; | 

Oft' diſappointments rack my. breaſt, 

Break my ſerenity and reſt, 

Vain wiſhes, hopes, deſires, and fears, 
Make anxious my declining years, 

And various paſſions, bove control, 

By turns torment my reſtleſs ſoul ; 

But you, ev'n in the ſpring of life, 


O K 


It rein'd the paſſions, check d their force, 
And curh i them in their headſtrong courſe. 
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And now in ſorrows, loſſes, pain, 
Your peace of mind unmov'dTetainz 
Have ſtill been calm, compos'd and free, 
Poſleſs'd of perfect liberty, 

And of right reaſon fill at hand, 

Your . rn to command. 


88 frinds be kind and tl, 
What is the ſecret magic ſpell, 
Which guards from paſſion's pow'r. your breaſt, 
And nnn 5 


Thus be, and thus his bos a 
Your wiſhes ſhall be gratify'd ; 
Short is the rule and leads to reſt, 
Purſue it cloſe and you'll be bleſt. 


The peace of mind have, on none 
Depends but on myſelf alone. c Ai 


On things which aue hemd my post i tr 


I build not for a ſingle hour, | 
Nor let vain fears, torment my ſoul, 
Of ills above my own control. 


Thro' life. this ſalutary rule. 
Preſerv'd my boſom calm and cool. 


Unmov'd it taught me to ſuſtain, 


Each loſs, each ſorrow, care, and gans | 


- WS 


Not 
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to find. Heir 21111 


Nor did Ie er erpelt 


All things ſhould happen tomy mind, l 


Nor ever let vain wiſhes looſe, 


8 4 


That things might he as I ſhould are _ 


Was ſtill e eee T7 13 15 


As providence wat RON fee. ©. 0 
«be in 1 * A e 

Believe me, friend, if you'd retains | 
A mind ſerene, and free from pain, pres e 


This is the only certain way, i | nl 16919 5 
T' inſure your peace ev n ſor a day; 7 Oh 2 


For ſhould your hages or fears . 

To what don't on yourſelf depend. 

Sad diſappointment with her train, 

Sorrow, anxiety, and pain. * n 
By turns your tortur d breaſt will tear, . 
And all will be confuſion there. 


791 ff. I. #47 bd Kick! 


In youth, I learnt to view my wealth, 


* Mylife, my places, pow'r, and health; 


My friend, my boys, and lovely mu. ſto: : 
As comforts on ig eam of life, 
By my almighty parent lent, 3 


* 
- 
= 
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To cheer, and ſweeten calm Ne * 5 = 
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I never view d them as my oon; 
Learnt to regard them ev ry N 
As things within another's power, 
And that I muſt reſign them all, 


Should the almighty 72 call. 


[ 
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Thus when he bade, with patem = 
You ſaw me from theſe corre I - 


Next CIO PW SS 1 11 18 
I always this refleftion make. 
(This method ev'n in triffles choſe; 

For trifles often dGiſcompoſe) 

Suppoſe I fail in this affair, Harm oct 
"Tis but my ſecondary' ares! nan 
The great affair I firſt deſign'd;” | 

Was to preſerve my peace of mind, 

To trim immortal reafon's lamp, 
And guard it from each noxious damp; | 
Then let things happen as they may, 
Mn 


* 


Aſk y you what things they are l 
w our pow r, I am oy. 

The various movements of the mind, 
*Mongſt which you'll our opinions mne, 


Notions, affections, hopes, and fear, 
Deſires, averſions, all lie here; 


Wich all our actions of each kind, 
Theſe all in our on , 


But honours, 0 kan and RY 
Our bodies, lives, good-natne, and health, 
Death, ſickneſs, poverty, and pain, 
And each external good we'd gain; 


A 
To theſe our pow'r does not extend, ' 


They on another all depend, 
And if in theſe you aim at peace, 
You'll never fail the mark to miſs. ; 


Can that deſerve the name of joy, 
Which chance and accident deſtroy.? 
Or why-ſhould fears diſturb the ſoul, 
For evils which we can't control? 
What wretched bliſs, is that my friend, . _ 
Which daes on mortal things depend; 
True joy and peace alone we. find, 1 
Within the ee ming, In 


Then 1 let it be 0 chelel. care, hs P 
To regulate each notion there; | \ 
To guide each movement of the ſaul, 
And every. paſſion to control!t!: 
Be ſure to form by reaſon's light, ley dnl 
All your opinions juſt and right, A 
For if we wrong opinions lay 
They lead the cheated ſoul aſtray, - . | 
And from this fountain-head does flow, 

Our ſweeteſt bliſs or ſharpeſt woe, 
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A by a wand' ring, winding brook, 

A walk one day fair Virtue took; 
Strange to relate, fhe chanc'd to meet, 

Vain Fancy in the ſweet retreat, Gong 
Who thus accoſts the white-rob'd maid ;= 
A luckleſs ſtranger craves your aid {399 1147 


In ſearch of kppinels I rove, 
From ſtream to ſtream, from grove to grove, 
Each valley, grotto, hill, and plain, 
With care I've ſearch'd, but fearch'd in vain; 
In court and town I've fought her long, 
Midſt every ſprightly j joyous throng, 
Thro' every ſcene of pleafure run, 
Which rolls like yon unwearied ſun ; 
The various circle round and round 
I've trod, yet ftill the fair's unfound ; 
T've ſought her in the downy arms 
Of love, midſt all his glowing charms, 
In titles, honours, wealth, or fame, 

I hop'd, in vain, to find the dame; 


1 


And as I heard it often ſung, 8 

By many a tuneful poet's tongue, 

That happineſs reſides in ſhades, 

And loves to tread the mottled meads: „ 
I to the country took my flight, 


And here have ſearch'd from morn to night, 


But ſought in vain, then tell the road, 
And kindly ſhew the bleſt abode, | 


She ceas'd, and - the white-rob 'd fair, 
Is perfect happineſs thy care? 
On earth the wiſh thou'lt ne'er attain, 
But ſearch this rolling ball in yain. 
Above yon azure vault on high, 
Conceal'd ſhe ſits from mortal eye, 
Yet on the lovely ſylvan ſcene, 
Pours ſoft content and ſmiles ſerene; 
Here ſheds her mild, enliv'ning rays, _ 
Makes peaceful nights and chearful days, 
Yet ſheds it only on thoſe few, 
Who niy unerring ſteps purſue; 
Wouldſt thou the higheſt bliſs attain, 
The gods for mortals here ordain, 
*Tis I alone thy ſteps can guide, 
Nor muſt thou ever quit my fide. 


Thus ſhe, and thus replicd the dame, 
Pray, madam, may I crave your name, 
Tho many a realm I've travell'd o'er, | 


] never ſaw your face before 
94 


Vet 
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Yet have I ſeen in each ſome few, 
Who more or lefs reſemble you. 


Then Virtue thus, with air ſerene, 
Where you refide, Im ſeldom ſeen; 
You haunt the town and ſparkling court, 
Io maſques, and plays, and balls reſort, 
I love the filent, ſylvan ſhades, 
The purling ſtreams and painted meads, 
In rural cots with reaſon bleſt, 

I am a chearful, peaceful gueſt ; 

But yet ſometimes I may be found,” 
Where riches ſwell, and titles ſound; 
A luſtre add to pow'r and fame: 
Virtue, gay ſtranger, is my name, 


If thou'lt to me thy heart reſign, 

Content on earth ſhall ſtill be thine, 

And when the weary { ſoul ſhall fly, 

III waft her bove yon azure ſky, 

To realms where perfect happineſs 

| Herev'ry raviſh'd ſenſe ſhall bleſs, 

But if in pleaſure's faithleſs arms, 

You ſeek the heav'nly virgin s charms, 

In this vain world content you'll never meet, 
Andi in another aulery complete. 


* > 
e * . 
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The May and the SrkRR.“ 
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S o'er the meads a worthleſs wight, 
Was roving near the cloſe of light, 
Abbenting from a yalley near, 
A peal of groans aſſail'd his ear: 5 
To find the cauſe, he ſought the 2 
And ſoon the wretched mourners found; 
A ſtately herd, which grac'd the dale, 
But late the glory of the vale, 
Extended o'er the yerdure lay, | 
In torture ſobbing life away; 
Shock d with the ſcene he inly ſigh d, 
And thus with pitying aſpect cry d. 
Ah! wretched creatures, cruel fate! 
O that I could your pains abate, 
In health you ſoon ſhould bloom again, 
I wiſh you eaſe; but wiſh in vain. 


Thus he, when from his painful bed, 
A dying Steer thus gaſping ſaid ; | 
Ah! wretch feign not to mourn our woes, 
'Th ung. baſe po pur yer of tous 


, 

* 

3 
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The various crimes of human kind, 
Have mov'd to wrath th' almighty mind; 
And tho' the rod on us deſcends, © 
Tis man, man only, that offends ; 

For ſuch dire wrath we gave no cauſe, 
But always follow'd nature's laws ; 

Yet feel for man this racking ſtart, 


And die for crimes which bfoat his heart. 


Your kind, heav'n puniſhes in mine, 


And warns them of the wrath divine, 


Woos them to ſhan impending fate, 
And turn from fin, ere tis too late. 


Is not enough, to gratiiy 
Man's appetite we bleed, and die ? 
But muſt he by his crimes draw down, 


On harmleſs herds, th” almightys'frown ? | 


Guiltleſs we fall, nor once provoke, 

Yet die, while man deſerves the ſtroke. 
When to ehaſtiſe a guilty land. 

Th' Almighty lifts his angry hand. 


The rod by ſlow gradations fall; 


For mercy oft the ſcourge recalls, 
At diff rent times denounces 2 


Before it ſtrikes the nah n 


Then let not man, his W 8 
Suppoſe this ill mall be his laſt. | 


. 
- 


| nr, 
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Kgow, wretch, that wrath ommipotentt. 
*Gainſt man can artu cach-element- | 1 
Sqon the deſtroying angel's hand. , 
May blaſt the produſt of his land 
The locuſts o'er his paſtures pur, 55 
And all the promis d crap devour. 
Inteſtine wars, or foreign foes, all 
May fill the land with dreadful woes; 
His ſteeds fall by ſome noxiqus-blaſt, 
And baleful bane his folds lay waſte. 
Then putrid peſtilenee may reign 
O'er man, and age thro' ev'ry vein. 
Thus famine, ſword, or peſtileace, 
Deputed by omnipotence, 
May cruſh him with a direful blom - 
And ſink him ie . WOC. As 01 oof? #60 
note Fri] 
What actoges of vice 0 r 
This profligate corrupted realm 
Debauchery of ev'ry kand, "_ ey 
Audacious riots unconfin d. 
And daily cxitnes, too foul to name, 
Are ated without fear, h fn " 
Impiety, profaneneſs, prida, 
Thro' all the land triumphant ſtride, 
| Proud infidelity is ſeen, m ODS NG 
Now talking o'er the rural green. 


* 


þ 1311 LIC) 431011 13 © Wt 
Falſhood, with perfidy, and fraud, 
„d cruel rapine reign unaw'd; P 
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Hatred and malice, friendlike pair, 
With fell revenge diſe ev'ry where, 
And murder with infernal glare. 
What luxury, what vain expen ce, 
What wanton, wild extravagance? of 951 
Nor 1s the humble cottage free 0% 211 is ba} 
From ſelfiſh ſenſuality, 101 10 „ Dulileinl 
That ſoul- infecting peſtilen ee 
Spreads wide its fatal influence 45 
From courts to cots the venom flows, 
And poiſons virtue as it goes: 59 ig nd T 
Thro' each degree and rank it runs, 8 290 
Seducing fall'n nee wt nimmst auf 
NDO 2210430 
Self-intereſt eiten theoughbur ths Ai, NON 
That foe to all, that's good, and great. 
Corruption conquers great and {mall, 
Forerunner of a nation's fall. eee 161 
How few the gilded bait can ſpunnn. 
And from the bright temptation turn? 
Like foals you barter heav'n for gold, 4 ak 
And conſcience is both bought, and _ | 
And ſhall not God's all-rightevus hand, 
For guilt like this enter n „ 


— w 
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See when accumulated crimes Fg 
Had quite o'erſpread a harden'd ood, 
ts defolation'was at hand; Ai booties 
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Conſult old Time, his code will tell, 
How thus in former ages fell! 
Aſſyria, Perſia, Greece and Rome; 4 
In theſe, O Britain, view thy doom. 
Thy mirror theſe, in which to _ 1 
Thy future, direful deſtin nx. T 
Then turn, O turn, while time 1s rn. 
Nor longer urge the hand of heaw n. 
More he'd have ſpoke, but fate deny d, wa 
Death clos'd his eyes, he groan'd and dy d. 
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Cs. by ſmiling fortune bleſt, 
A large, and fair eſtate poſſeſs d, 
Nay more, het laviſh hand beſide 

Vaſt treaſure in the funds ſupply'd; © 

Nature preſented wit and ſenſe, 

Devoid of vain impertinerice ; 7 OY 
With virtue's flame his breaſt ſhe warm'd, 

Nor hateful vice his ſoul deform'd. 


Near Craſſus, in a rural ſhade, 


Ihere liv d a lovely; blooming mad, 
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A fairer nature never ſtam'd, +l 1 00 
By love maternal Stella nam d. ft; e: wor 
For ere the beauteous maid ſhe bone, 
The tender huſbaud was no more. 
Nature neglected not her ming. 
There ev'ry virtue was com d. 
Wich ſprightly wit, ſhe gave good ſenſe. 
Chaſtis'd with modeſt 3rnocence 57/7 


But though thus bleſt by nature's han. 


Fortune her golden gifts reſtrain d, fl 
With niggard hand diſpens'd her ore, 

And thought ſhe'd charms enough before 
Fhree thouſand pounds the maid N * 

Five brothers bore away the reſt⸗ 


To this retreat oft” Craſſus ſtray d, 
And oft beheld the logely madd; 
The various charms the fair poſſeſs d, 
Sunk deep into his youthful breaſt. 


Oft' as he ga d with ardent eye, 2A. - 8 


Thus to himſelf he'd fondly ish; 
Ah! why did fortune prove ankind, 
To ſuch a face, and ſuchꝭa mind? 
How bleſt would be my future life. 
With ſuch a woman for a wiſe | EET ut 


Not 15 from Stella's ſweet retreat, 
Aroſe Garilla's lately ſeat, 
Whom nature caſt in ſuch a mould 
Her only charm was in her gold; 
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But fortune gave ſuch. heaps of ore, 

As far exceeded Craſſus ſtore... '/ | 

She would nat tho'-oppreſs'd with pelf, 

Wed one, ioo much beneath herſeli, 

For av'rice in her baſom reign'd, . 
And humble youtlis her foul diſdain d. 
And equals none the maid addreſs d.. 
Her form, and mind, their ſuit repreſs'd. 


On Craſſus-now her eye ſhe caſt. 

And got a friend to try his taſte ; 
The friend obey'd, ſaid, if he try'd,. 

He thought he would not be deny dj 

But Craſſus heard unmov'd, and;gald, — 
Nor warm'd by all her heaps of gold 
Yet on it after often thought, 

Till in his fonl'defire it v rought, 

But 'twas not ſuch a ſoft deſire 
As love, and nature does inſpire; | | o 
Fancy, and Plutus, piere'd his heart, | 
And in it fix d a golden dart: 
But Stella's eyes the way had found, 
To pierce it wick a deeper wound; _. 
Ah! cry'd the youth, I can't reſign, 
The charming waid, ſhe muſt be mine; neal] 
Though fortune has to her been blind, | 
My bags with laviſh hand ſhe's lin'd ; 
Why ſhould I fondly wiſh for more, 
Or covet heaps of uſeleſs tore ? 
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One day thus muſing, did he roam, 
Till he beheld Garilla's dome ; © 3 
High roſe the gilded, glitt'ring fpires, 

And warm'd his heart with fancy's fires ; 
O'er her fair fields he took his way, 
Which to his own contiguous lay; 
With pleaſure view'd her waving woods, 
Her ſpacious lawns; and rolling floods; 
Then penſive by the winding tide, 

He fate him down, and thus 1 


Was lovely Stella's an and mind, 
Unto Garilla's fortune join'd, | 
I were beyond expreſſion bleſs d, - 
Of ſuch a heav'nly Nr ee 4%“! 


But now two. female forms he foy'd, 

That near him drew, on either ſide, 
That on the left, a ſtately dame, 

Cloſe to the gazing Craſſus came; 
In pompous ſplendour was ſhe dreſt, 
And glitter'd in a gorgeous veſt, 
On which, t'increaſe its gaudy glare, 
Fame, honour, pleaſure, painted were, 
Loaded with gems whoſe dazzling light, tr 
Oppreſs'd the wond'ring Craflus's _ . 
A painted viſor hid her face; Nv oa 
With fawning and deceitful grace. 

In either hand ſhe vainly bore, 

A mighty bag of ſhining ore, | 
Her 
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Her * her ev ry geſture ſpoke; 
When haughtily ſhe ſilence broke. 


Fond fool, ſurvey my courted 3 

My beauty ev'ry boſom warms; 

I can the nobleſt joys beſtow, _ 
From me a thouſand pleaſures flow ; 

| I give wealth, honour, pomp, and fame; | 
The World, fond boy, the World's my name. 
And dar'ſt thou boldly in deſpite SET 
Of me, thy faith to Stella plight? PD 
Wilt thou for ſuch a worthleſs chit, | 
For ſome mechanic only fit, 
A toy worth but three thouſand pound, 
Loſe all theſe fertile fields around? 
O baniſh that degenerate thought, 
Nor by ſuch childiſh charms be caught, 
Think on thy wealth, my voice obey, 
Nor poorly throw thyſelf way. 


She ceas'd, when on the dies 
He ſaw immortal Reaſon fland, 

Array d in robes of pureſt white, 
Whoſe lambent luſtre chear'd the fight, 

No painted maſk conceal'd her face, 
Which ſhone with ſweet celeſtial grace, 1 
Then calmly thus the heavenly gueſt, 
In accents mild the youth addreſs'd, | 


« 
. of ? 
«4 7 — Craſſus, 
* » , 4 Ef % < 
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Craſſus, wodluſt thou be bleſt and wile, 
From that deceiver turn thine eye: 

Nor by her ſyren charms be won, 

The World her millions has undone. 

Wilt thou, to roll in wretched tate, 

Wed her who is thy ſcorn, and hate? 

Dar'ſt thou before th' Almighty's ſhrine, 

In preſence of the pow'r divine, 

Swear love to one thou UoR deteſt, 

And load with perjur d guilt thy breaſt? 

O Craſſus fly the fatal mare 

The World does for thy foul prepare, 

Obedient then to Reaſon's voice, 

Let charming Stella be * choice. 


The World chen interpoſing, ſaid, 
Forbear thou viſonary maid, 
Nor dare depreciate thus my merit, 
My ſoul diſdains thy abje& ſpirit. 


Should Craſſus wed at thy deſire, 
He muſt remain a paltry quire, 5 
Nor will the wretch regardell be, 

By any of my friends, or me; 
He'll raiſe an undiſtinguiſh d race, 
Nor dare at court to he his face, 
But with my will mould he comply, 
He may a lofty title buy ; 


And O] what pen, what tongue can tell, 


The joys which in your FRED dwell? 
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In courts he. may diſtinguiſh'd ſhine, - 
And raiſe a noble, famous line. 


How will his breaſt with rapture ſwell, 
To be admir'd by ev'ry belle? 
And if but rich, and gay his dreſs, 


Their charming ſmiles he Il ſtill pallets; | 


And while from. fair to fair he may, 

A happy, welcome favorite ſtray, 
What does it matter though his wife, 
Were the moſt hideous thing in life ? - 
His joys in town ſhe need not are, 
Nor interrupt his pleaſures there. 


But O ! what language can impart, 


The tranſports that dilate the heart, 
Which pants beneath a blazing flar, 
And beats in a triumphal car ?., 


Theſe are the pleaſures I beſtow, 
And this is happineſs below 
The higheſt bliſs of human kind,. 
Or all my friends are fools, and blind, 
Then Craſſus, with Garilla join | 
Thy hand, and all theſe joys are thine. 


Thus ſhe, and Reaſon thus return'd, 
Thy charms by me, and mine are ſcorn d. 
Falſe is the glaring happineſs, 

Thy fooliſh followers poſſeſs; _ 
Thy pleaſures baniſh peace and reſt, 
And raiſe a tempeſt 1 in the breaſt, 

P 2 


Which 
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Which ends in langour, pain or c 
And oft in horror aid delpair..” 2 babes 


Was ſoft content Ale w to gold; 
Could happineſs be bought and ſold, 
Thy favourites never would —_” 
Nor groan berieath'a golden chain; 
But ah | what wretches roll in ſtate, 160 - 
What trains of woe attend the great! 1 1 70 
Millions beneath thy favours lich. i | 
Ani ae Gy WEN . Rot Ar 2401 211 


The joys I ſhall with Stella give; iow 2 JI it 
Nor on thy ſmiles, nor fancy's live; Ih 
Tis all ſerene; interior joy, an £1.24 
And pleaſure which ſhall never cloy, 

A pure, ſeraphic, lambent . 
Hid from thy ſuperficial ſight,” 
That happineſs is ſtill moſt true, Sr 
Which never was diſcern'd by you.” 1558 


Should he becdine thy fordid flave, 
A taſte of hell on earth he'll have 
Perpetual diſcord, noiſe, and * 
Will be the comforts of his life. 
Abroad for happineſs he'll fly, 
And loath what now delights his eye; 
The 'broider'd couch, and gorgeous veſt, 
£5 Will never ſooth his ſoul to reſt | 
| | A, | Wit 


78 
With conſcience, that Al 5 faichful friend, 


1 ſhall his ev'ry ſtep attend, id neth. 


And ever and anon ſhall cry, | | 
Thou'ſt bought perpemnal miſery, . 


Craſſus, A me ere too late, 
The World's a long detected cheat; | 
All who her promiſes beliey'd, 
Too late have found themſelves deceiv 7 * 
With her groſs charms, ſoon. as ne 
The ſatiated ſoul ; is cloy d; | 
But with my Stella thou ſhalt fad, 
The higheſt bliſs on earth aſſign'd. 


She pays'd—and 4 the World * 
Madam, at laſt I hope you've done; 


Your ladyſhip i is mighty wiſe, 

And ftoic like, philoſophiſe ; 

Moſt wonderful elaborate, 

But know, | ſcorn your empty prate, 
Your antiquated ſtuff is vain, 
You'll draw no followers from my train ; j 
In vain you boaſt your mental joys, 
Mere ſhades, and viſionary toys; 

My joys ſubſtantial ſtrike the ſenſe, 

Men ſee, and feel what I diſpenſe. | 


Can he be bleſt, though fair his bride, 
© my approving ſmile's deny'd ? 
P3 


fo um 


— 214 J 


Can he be happy in thy voice, ' - 
- If I condemn his fooliſh Ro K 
- Iam of human kind the dread, 
And in my chains each ſex is bh > 
So much they ſtand in awe of me, 
They are aſham'd to follow thee. 
What man of ſenſe would quit this prize, 
This fair eſtate which round him hes, 
To make one puny girl comply, 
When this, will many a hundred buy ? 
Tis not a beauteous mind, or face, 
Though dreſt in ev'ry blooming grace, 
Will e'er excuſe him in my eyes, 
I ſhould the abje& wretch deſpiſe. 
His friends would think the man poſſeſs'd; 
And make his fooliſh choice their jeſt; * 
He'd meet inceſſant ridicule,” 
And be rhe Joke of ev” WT fool. 
i . 900g! 
Then Reaſon thus here truth you w 
Fools might, but fools alone wonld joke. 
Such jeſts can conſcious wiſdom fear? 
Or ſtand in awe of folly' $ ſneer?. 
If with approving ſmiles I view, 
What can my followers fear from you ? 
Commended by the good, and wiſe, 
They may thy utmoſt ſpleen deſpiſe. 
Thy ſneers may give vain folly pains, 
But wiſdom, thy contempt diſdains, 
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The World full fraught. with artful wiles, 
Thus anſwer'd, with contemptugus Os > 


Well madam, if the wretgh can be 
Happy while diſapprov'd by me, 
If in your choice he can be. bleſt, . _ 
While he's my ſcorn, and fporuve jeſt, | l 
While daily I arraign his ſenſe, | 
(For that's the certain conſequence,) 
Let him take Stella, if he dare, 
I have approv'd my watchful. care. 
I frankly have my mind expreſs'd, _ 
And ne'er ſhall think bim wiſe, or bleſt; | 
But ſee, he ſinks oppreſs'd with ſhame, 
And ſcorns to blemiſh thus his fame, 
Behold, ſand fair, I've uon dhe prize, 
J read my triumph in bis eyes, : 
She ceas'd, and ſwell'd elate with pride, 


And ſighing, thus the youth reply d. 


O chou fair eanquerels of mankind, 
At laſt to thee my will's reſigu d; 
Vet 'tis not thy attraGtive charms, 
Which woo me to Garilla's arms, 
For ah! more potent charms I find 
In lovely Stella's form and mind; 
But ſhouldſt thou ſneer, and call me fool, _ 
I could not bear thy ridicule. 
To be the jeſt of friend. and foes, f 
18 While ev'ry fool his grinders ſhows, | 
P4 And 


[ 216 J 


And on my conduct cenſure paſſes, 
Mix'd with the jokes of ſtupid aſſes; 
All theſe are thoughts I cannot bear, 
Though Stella is fo wiſe and fair ; 
But O! to tear her from my heart, 
Is paſt the pow r of time or art; 
Yet I'll the much-lov'd virgin quit, 
*Ere thou ſhalt ſay I wanted wit; 
For ſhould'ſt not thou eſteem me bleſt, 
In Stella's arms I could not reſt. 
Defeated Reaſon turn'd away, 
But vow'd ſhe'd come another day. 
And to the loath'd Garilla's bed, 
The World her hapleſs victim led. 
Precedence firſt young Craſſus ſought, 
For which an earldom ſoon was bought ; ; 
With equipage magnificent, . 
In ſearch of bliſs to town he went; 
There trod the circle round and round, 
which the world declar'd twas bound, 
unk into faithleſs pleaſure's arms, 
And prov'd in ev'ry ſhape her charms; 
Next ſought it on a foreign ſhore, ' 
And ſighing wander'd Europe oer. 
But found it not, return'd again, 
And ſearch'd in ev'ry place 1 in vain. 
His heart to home-felt joys was dead, 
For virtue from his breaſt was fled. 
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His error now he ſaw too late, ; 
And curs'd his folly, pride, and 144 


Then Reaſon, that late lighted maid, © 
Her threaten'd viſit to him paid; 52; 
But ah! how dreadful was her train! 
Repentance, diſcord, grief, and pain, 
Led the pale van, and in the rear, 
Came hatred, horror, and deſpair. 


Then Reaſon thus :—Deludel fool, 
The World's, and fancy's abject tool; 
See here thy dire companions ſtand, 
Before thee rang'd, a dreadful band ; 
Theſe ſhall attend thee night and day, 
And hourly on thy vitals prey ; 
Theſe fiends thy puniſhment ſhall be, 
Baſe wretch, for CY me. 


Nay more to ant thy woe, 
Behold that fertile vale below; 


Yon happy manſion does contain, 

What you rejected with diſdain ; 

There does the generous youth reſide, 

Who choſe fair Stella for a bride ; | 

He ſcorn'd the world, -and all her wiles, 
Nor fear'd her frowns, nor beg'd her ſmiles ; | 

There bleſs'd, and bleſſing all around, - 

They live with peace, and plenty crown'd; 
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As free, as mortals can, from cares 
And juſtly call d. the happy pair. | 


Thus paor deluded human kind, 
We oftentimes more anxious find, 
To make the world believe them bleſs, 
Than feel. it in the conſcious breaſt; 
That real happineſs they light, | 
Which lies conceal'd from mortal ſight; 
Ideal happineſs to gain, 

Plunge into real woe and pain. 

By falſe opinions blindly led, 

The cenſures of the world we dread, 
Fancy, that vain chimera, rules - 
O'er many more than nature's fools ; 
O'er Reaſon waves her magic wand; 
The, paſſions riſe at her command, 

The paſſions falſe opinions raiſe ; 
Deception man to pain betrays, 
And make us happy, good and wiſe. 
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YRA, in life's bright blooming ſpring, - - 
A courted, flatter'd, toaſted thing,. 
Began to feel the hand of Tiga. 
For ah! the nymph was pat he bun. ans. 
Ons dey; a6 th ia KS, 18 
She view'd her unregarded face; wor? 5 
O chou much alter d maid, ſhe cry d, > ©3 Dült 
Ere this ſad hour would I had dy d· 
Why did I live to fee the dax. 
W 
In Wi dhe ul U W n N med T 
No billet-doux ee en vr or 
In vain I to the mall repair, Pi er can 
No ſtars or garters wait me there: 
In vain I ſparkle now at court, 
In vain to park, and play reſort, ' 
No brilliant beaux around me pour. ul eva 
And with their eyes my face devour z. 


1 
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My ſun is ſet no more to riſe." 
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In vain to church I bend my way, 
I've nothing there to do, but pray; 
Gay gazing lovers come no more, 


To ogle me, as heretofore E er 


No jealous rage I now excite ; 
No woman views with envious ſpight; 
Low at my feet no lover ſighs, 


Curſt time has rob'd this faded face, 
Of ev'ry bright and blooming grace, 
No living fires flaſh from my eye. 
And on my cheeks the — el 03 sg 28 
The jetty treſſes once I wore, Vena! 


Alas! are Jetty : now no ee! 


o Time, tyrannie, dns Kb ont 22 
Still firſt to crop the faireſt flow'r ! bi 19:11 C 
If nature gives ſuperior charms; © 1 
That beauty thy fell ſpleen-alarms; ' 
Thy earlieſt prey tis always made 
For faireſt faces ſooneſt fade. 

Thou dire deſtroyer, fatal ſoͤ, 

To ev'ry angel form bel r,; 

Beneath thy with'ring.hand I fade, i 
See what kennste thou haſt made! | > 21641 © 


Time heard the Sys; and dravng nigh, 


Vain 
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Vain thing, how dar ſt thou me wm 1A. 
Who juſtly may of thee complain; 10 | b 
Look back, my Leia Weather: n 
Days, months, and years, deſtroy d by wer 
But know, hereafter they ſhall tiſe, | 
And fill thy ſoul witli wild ſurpriſe ;- A 1 if 
Me, thou haſt evry hour e 1 WR 2 hgh 
Me, who if well and wiſely ud. 
Should now thy ev'ry pain n b 
And make thee — 5 1 1 
For ev'ry ſweet, and ſprightly grace, Phan 207% 
Of which I robb d that once fair face, 
I ſome new charm had given thy mind; © * - 
And this had bloom's; as that declin'd, 
Had made thy ſoul ſo wend'rous fair, 

And rais'd ſo many beauties there, 
Wiſdom, and virtue with delight 
Had gaz d, and call'd thee heav'nly bright. 
Though ſlighted by vain folly's eyes, 
Still hadſt thou charm'd the good and wiſe, 
And though thy eyes with dazzling fire, 

No more had kindled gay deſire, 

Yet had their chearful lambent light, 

Rais'd holy friendſhip, pure and bright. 
Though oft' I break thoſe flow'ry bands 
Of love, not wove by reaſon's hands, 

Yet holy friendſhip's ſacred chain, 
Does growing ſtrength from me obtain, 
But ah! in life's auſpicious morn, 

Thy only care was to adorn, 


T 992] 


And make thy outſide bright and gays is ie 
While all within yegleRed. lay. | 


Thy moraing's and thy evening scare, 
Was only 46 be fine and fair; s Amon Fragen 


As barren ſoil dy mind remain d. 

And not one langle beauty gain d. 

Hadſt thou improv d thi immortal . 

Refin'd thy paſſions, dreſt.thy heart, 2] 
With half the care thou did'& thy face, 

I could not thy admirers chace; 11 
Nor had'ſt thou, when gay: youth (oak wing, 
Become this deſpicable thing 
But prais d, admir d, eſteern d, Re. 

Nay more, by thy own heart approv'd; - 

No pungent pangs had pierc'd'thy brraſt, 

But peace eternal been thy.gueſt. _ 

Then blame not me fantaſtic maid, 

By thy on folly wretched made; 
Unjuſt the charge on me you've hr nm; 
Vain feol, the fault is all thy n. 


The TuaTLE and the TuYRUSH, 


A flee E. 


T ATELY, da ed eas) 
A lovely Turtle loſt her mate. Ms 
No happier pair e'er grac'd the grove, 
Far-fam'd for conſtancy and love. 

The widow'd Turtle loſt in grief, 

From death alone deſired relief; | 
Heart-ſick the fled the feather'd throng, 

And loath'd their once-delightful ſong ; - 
The deepeſt gloom within the grove, © 
She ſought to mourn her raviſh'd love. 

Not loud, nor talkative her woe, 
Dumb groans expreſt the heart- telt blow 

In ſilence wept away the night, | 
And ſicken'd at the dawn of light. 


While thus ſhe'fed on ſeeret grief, 
To give her tortur'd breaſt relief, 
A female neigh'bring Thruſh one day, 
A friendly viſit came to pay. 
The uſual ſalutations done, | 
The Thruſh ts og hrangue begun: 
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Dear madam, dry thoſe ſtreaming eyes, 
Suppreſs ſuch unavailing ſighs; 

I own indeed your loſs is great; 

But all, you know, muſt yield to fate. 
Your virtuous, faithful, tender dove, 
Now through Elyſian ſhades does rove; 
There you 'ere long ſhall meet again, 
And never feel a future pain ; 

Why ſhould you weep, ſince he's at reſt ? 
Nay more, beyond expreſſion bleſt ; 
Then call up reaſon to your aid, 

Her voice ſhould always be obey'd; 

Her dictates follow, and you'll find, 
Repoſe of heart, and peace of mind. 

To bring him back to life again, 
Your tears, and ſighs are ſpent in vain. 


Conſider what you owe to heav'n, 
When that recalls a bleſling giv'n.; 
Obedient to the pow'r divine, 

We ought with patience to reſign 
The ſweeteſt comforts here below. 
Nor murmur at the heart-felt blow; 
Content with his diſpoſals reſt, 

And think whate'er he does is beſt. 


The Turile then: —alas! I know _ 
All this, yet can't ſuppreſs my woe; 
Of life, and life's vain pleaſures tir'd, 

Too oft I qwa I've death delii'd 3 


E s } 
vet far, far be it from wy heart, ve ar Nn 
Although I groan beneath the mar. 


At heavin to murmur, or repine, | Fas 25 ale, 


Or once arraign the hand divine; 
I know its worn are ju and wiſe, . o zugl. 
ve try d to reaſon down my pain, 
But ſtill the torrent ſwells again; 
Time and reflection by degrees, 8 
May give this tortur d boſom — * 

I know I ought not thus to grieve, $a 
But patiently the blow receive; 

Yet nature's tears, in reaſon's ſpite, ... les 
Awhile will quench its beamy light. b 
Here guſhing grief her — ſuppreſt, TI 
And ſpoke the anguiſh of ber bra ES. 
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Upon her weeping neighbour meds; on... 


1 
« 4 


She thought her ſage advice ſo; wiſe, 
Twould inſtant dry affliction's eyes, 

Calm and aſſuage the ſtorm of grief, +7 

And give the ſharpeſt pain relief 
The baffled Thruſh was vex'd — 22 * 
Things had not anſwer d to her mind. 

So bid her weeping friend good-ni ight, 1. l 
And fretting, homewards took her rigs, 
Told in each groye, and on each . 
Wem 
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Declar'd ſhe was furpriz d to find, 

Her neighbour had fo weak a mind; 
Strange! people thus ſhould play the fool 
With reaſon, and let paſſion rate ! ; 
Her conſtant care was to control 

Her paſſions, _y Keep calm the fonl. 


Thus ſpoke the Thruſh and thus ſhe thought, 
By ſad experience yet untaught, | 


Soon after, on a tacklefs "Op 
As thro! the grove he chanc d to ſtray, 
A murd'ring engine fraught with death, 
Depriv d her mueh- lov d mate of hatt. 
Transfix d to earth awhile fhe ftood, FRO! 
And horror froze che purple flood 
Then in the rage of frantic woe, 
She curs'd the hand that gave he blow; 
Her breaſt ſhe beat, her plumes the tore, 
And ev'ry future joy forſwore;' Hy 
Comfort from eV ry tongue Acme, 
And fate, almighty fate arraigud ; 
Inceſſant ſhrieks with piereing cries, 
And torrents the from her eyes; 
'All day, all hight abud complains, 1 
Till all the grove reſoundꝭ her pains ; 1 
Her fornter wiftom aff forgot, | . 
That good advice remember not, | 
Wich to her friend fo Tae fhe lent, a 
Her reaſon, blind and impotent, 


Lay 
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Lay ſleeping in her raging ſoul. oo et mo ud 
Nor wak'd, wild paſſion mo” — PI 


„ 


Thus we for other folks are wife, Th 
And mighty ready to adviſe ; 


Amaz'd they follow not our rules, 


And call them headſtrong paſſion's tools 1 
But hen wein the Ci Wee NX 
How few can practice what they ve taught! 


Then let none boaſt their ſtrength before 
The trial's paſt, the danger Or; 


Nor nature's frailties in another blame, 
Leſt they when try d, be 80 of the „ 
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J AM a foreigner b vi on: 


A mighty friend to wit and ing 1 / 
At ev'ry feaſt o jovial herr, ow 
You'll never fail to e e n | ” al 


'Tis I'greferve body life aud tp. ben 


And juſtly claim mach real met: 


W 7 25 be 
For me, and tortures m ny harr 


His weapon plunger ta mytkebrr,.! L 0500 
And tears me from my better part; 
For I've #hufband blythe nd ny; / 43 


2 when you now him, — vr? 


22 
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But from bis cloſe embraces torn, minen e 
While be my kel fi- Gf dum 075 
Unpitied tears to me does pay, 
Till he has wept his life away. 

eee, 
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1 * * of yore, Fea wat Time, 


Was young, and flouriſh'd in his prime, 


Beſide a mazy, winding brook, 
A walk one day, fair Pleaſure took ; 
A filver zone beneath her breaſt, 


Around her claſp'd her ſnowy veſt; I N. 


cc A mantle large of azure hue, ' teu Pb. 


Light o'er her —— . 2 * 
In wavy folds it fell behind. Nan 
And ſwept the ground, dessen. 
Her brow celeſtial luſtre crown d. 1 
And ſpread ee e Fe rene a. ben hs 113 3% 
Peace, 1 mnocence, and calm * 6 Nr 
Shone on e N 


Charm -d with the ſilent; Free evra, 2 | 
And weary vidi the noomtide heat, 175 
11 . Upon 


* 
* — 
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Upon a fragrant vi'let bed, A 518 , 
SG N ien aut” ; 
She ſought repoſe, but firſt the maid, - - 

Aſide her flowing mantle;laid. 


While folded in the downy arme 
Of ſleep ſhe lay, nor dreamt of harms, 
That way came Folly, Sin, and Pride, 
Who ſoon the azure mantle ſpy' d. 


See ſiſter Pride, vain Folly cries, 

Where ſtupid Pleaſure dozing lies! 

And by her ſide her mantle thrown, 

Which prize I'll inſtant make my own ; 

Not ſo my dear, ſaid Sin, and Pride, 

The ſpoil we'll equally divide ; 

Tis large enough for all, you ſee, 

And will to all of ſervice be. 


Then each contented took her ſhare, 
And dreſt themſelves with art and care ; 
Found it ſufficient to conceal | 
Their fai garb from head to heel. 


Now ſeveral ways their ſteps they bent, 
And ev'ry where for Pleaſure went, 
The ſpecious ſhew, and fair diſguiſe, 
Deceiv'd ; alike both heart and eyes. 


132 nee Pleaſure 
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' Pleafure awak'd, and looking — 
The fatal loſs c forrow fund, 20 
And quickly was inform'd by Fame, 
Who, with her robe, had eln Wee ot 


Alas! ſhe knew nat what to de, 1 
But weeping t6 her parents fler: 
O ſee! ſhe ery'd, your wretched child, 

By Folly, Pride, and Sin, defpoil'd. 
That mantle, emblem of the ſkies, 
While dewy ſleep hung . 
They ſtole, divided, and alas, =o 
In ev ry place for me they paſs, _ 


Reaſon and Virtue inly figh's, - 

But thus, to cheer their daughter cry'd, | 

Deſpair not child, with thee we'll go,, 
From us the World this fraud ſhall "Ry Br 
With that this globe they travel'd 0 . 2 

And told the truth at ev'ry door; LIK A 

Declar'd hit was their real'thild; 
But by th' Impoſtor's arts beguil'd, bau 

Too few alas! the truth believ A. 

Too willing, moſt, to be deceiv'd. 

Theſe, ever fine - by various arts, 

Maintain their pow'r o'er human hearts ; 4 

While Pleaſure's name,” they ev'ry where, 9 

By immemorial cuſtom bear. 9 


6 But 
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But mortals, here diſtruſt your eas 
And ſearch beneath the fair diſguiſe, | 1. P 
Then you'll the latent form * 
And fly as from a ſerpent's neſt. 


4 


ViRTUE and the INFIDEL, 
4 * 4 


| F 3 ET. 
W 
Chanc'd Virtue, heav'n-born maid, to meet, 


O lovely miſtreſs of my ſhi 

No tongue, no language can impart, 
The ardent love I feel for thee, 
My fondneſs, truth, and conſtancy ; 
For ev'ry charm in thee I find, | 
And everlaſting calm of min. 
Unlike the trifling thoughtleſs throng, 
With pain and toil, 1 ſaught thee long, 
And with inceſſant thought and care, 
Retain the beauties of my fair ; 
Let others woo thee to their arms, 

From Rayiſh fears of future harms, 


Q 4 | ; \ 
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And hopes as falſe and vain as thoſe, - 
Thee, for thyſelf alone, I've choſe, 
For with thyſelf, thou doſt r repay, 

Thole, who like me, thy laws Ny 


Then Virtue thus: Vou it's, 
Have told n me this fine tale before; 
But begging pardon, to be plain, 12 
I've long ſuſpected, you but feign ; 
For which you ſhall my reaſon' $ hear, 
If you'll attend with patient ear. 


Firſt then, good fir, I cannot ſee 
The end for which you doat on mm ” 
And I'm perſuaded, all my friends * 
Have ſome eee ; N 
Had I no future joys in ſtore, | 
No promis'd crown, when time's no more, 
eee hn noun it * 
To thoſe who ar l me. | 


My faithfu] wid ford me * | 
Watch o'er and guard. me day and nicht, 
For all who would retain any charms, 
Muſt be inceſſantly in arms: K nl: 
Contentiong daily, hourly riſe, 

*Twixt me, the word, 1 1 Gr 


My friends ee cramis contend, 64 
Nor fight like ſqols, rwithout an end lice rav't 


. Ar ! * But 
a | 


19 


But who'd perpetual war maintain. 
If nought they could by conqueſt gain ? 
Who would the various joys forego, 
The world can on each ſenſe beſtow ?. 
Who would her tempting pleaſures loſe ? 
Who would her luſcious bowl refuſe, 
Yet wiſh perhaps a draught to take, 
But ſtill reſuſe for virtue's ſake, 
Had I no endleſs joys above, 

No bright rewards for faithful love, 
Or if they thought my wealth was all, 
Confin'd to this terreſtrial ball? 


If fuch a creature can be found, 
On any ſpot of chriſtian ground, 
Who has with wondrous pains, and art, 
Stampt my whole image on his heart, 
And follows cloſe my rigid rules, 
He is the very worſt of fools. 


Perhaps you'll ſay, thoſe heathen fages, 
Who left behind ſuch noble pages; | 
Who ſcorn'd the world, and all her toys, 
And found in me perpetual joys, | 
Woo'd me alone for my own ſake; 
But here you're under a miſtake; 
For know, the wiſeſt, and the beſt, 
Who warmeſt love for me expreſs'd, 
Purſu'd me from mere ſelfiſh ends, 

Convinc'd, I had for all my friends, - 
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A bleſt eternity in ſtore, | b as 
When life, and time —_ . 


And a they to a their ſight, 
Had only nature's glimmering light, 
By that they ſearch'd the dark profound, 
So long, till radiant truth they found; 
Saw *twas abſurdity to think, 
The ſoul could with the body fink; - 
That ſparks of pure ethereal fire. 
From godhead ſtruck, could e'er expire, 
Or clos'd within a ſilent urn, 
To ſenſeleſs duſt and aſhes turn; 
Immortal joys were all their care, 
And though they knew not when, or where, 
They ſaw ſhould vice th' aſcendant gain, 
The ſoul muſt ſuffer future pain ; 
But endleſs happineſs enſure, 
If they on earth could me procure. . 
This made them with contempt look down, 
On all the ſplendors of a crown ; 
This made them ſmile in pain and death, 
And yield withone a ron how breath, 


That maxim merits no o regard, 
That, * Virtue is its own reward,” 
To him who thinks, from me ariſe 
No conſcious joys, like brutes he dies; 
"Tis hope, in other worlds, of bliſs, 
Phat gives me all my charms in this; 
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Such hopes alone my vot'ries cheer, 
And guard my feeble nature here. 

On earth, alas, I'm weak, and frail, 

And often would the world prevail, 

To guard me from her ſorceries, 
Extend a ſparkling crown above, 

In realms of endleſs joy and love, - - 
And promiſe boundleſs pleaſures there, 
To recompenſe a conqueſt here, | 


Such is my nature, ſuch my aims, 
My ſoul thy ſenſeleſs ſchemes diſclaims ; 
You rob me of my nobleſt boaſt, _ . 
When immortality I've loſt: 
Make me the ſhadow of a ſhade, 
And all my beauties wane and fade, - 
A ſtupid melancholy fool, 
To vanity, and pride a tool. 


You ſay, I'm hardly won and gain'd, 
With frequent firuggles ſcarce retain'dg 
But to what end is all this coil, | 
Why all this pain, this care and toil, 
To win thy poor inſolvent charms, 
And graſp a phantom in my arms ? 


Upon the daring Infidel, 


Who hopes aQ hbeay'n, and fears no hell, 


- 
ben 


And from thy boſom baniſh care: 
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When ſunk in fortow, pain and Vn 
No beams of comfort I beſtow; / 
And ſhould the world in mn be aſk. 

I pour no balm into his breaſt; ' 
And ſhould ſhe ſmiling fill his ams. 
I give no reliſh to her cha; 
And when the tyrant death appear: | 
I raiſe, not NG nature s tears. 
Then if o- ds me, my N 
Thou'ſt really gain'd me to no end; 
For I below have nought to give, 
My votanes neglefted live; 
By the proud, potent world erben. 
And oft* on every ſide diſtreſt; 
While pow'r, ambition, ſin, donde. | 
The hunted ſpoils of earth divide: 
Deſpis'd I grovel in the duſt, t. 
Beneath the wheel of fortune cruſh'd.. . es of] 


For thee, I've W nszonin ſtore, 
To thee, I'm worthleſs, mean, noo; 1125 
If with the fleſh, the ſpirit dies, 
And finks in duſt, a. 
Deſpiſe the precepts I impoſe, -. 
And fly me, I'm the worſt of foes; 
This tempting world claſp in thy arms, 
And fatiate on her various charms ; 
Give ev'ry craving fenſe its ſhare, _ 


From 
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And all the gifts of nature tr: 
Be wiſe and practice ev ry art. 
Of this gay world, to gain thy part; 
This conduct ſhall thy wiſdom prove, 
Such joys alone thy heart ſhould move; 
On earth alone thy poruon lies 
And none can deem him over-wiſe/, 
Who preſent, tempting joys. rejetts, 
Yetfuture, n. . nor eee, 


Pleaſure's Amed sene 
Still hunted round this rolling ball; 
Though by deceivers gay beg. 
But few purſue my real child; 
Vet pleaſure, all have got in view, 
Wbich all in various ſhapes purſue; 
Pleaſure's the ſecret maſter-wheel - 
Whence mortals all their motions feel. 
But one exception can I tell, | 
And that's a virtuous Infidel ; - - 

He is the moſt prepoſt'rous creature 

A ſtrange phenomenon in nature 

The greateſt monſter on the earth, 
And pride with folly gave him birth: 
With pain he flies from pleaſure here, 
Yet ſeeks it in no other ſphere: 
Wages perpetual toilſome war, " 
Yet nothing wins, though conqueror. N 
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But ah ! my ſeeming friend; I ſeat, 
You're not the man you would appear z 
For ſay, ſhould confcience- — 
Is there no foul corrupted pat 
No latent, darling, boſom fin, -. i 
Hug d, cheriſtrd, and conceal'd n ? 
No crime by art from mortals hid. 
That is by laws divine ſorbid?ꝰ 
Which pleaſure rather than forego, 
Thou'lt riſk eternal bliſs or woe? - 
And ſets thy brain at work to find, 
Alternatives to calm di mind, 
Then wiſhes riſe-withiti thy breaſt, 
That man may perth like the beaſt, 
And ſtrong deſires in time wang 
What firſt An nne! 


If ſuch hs —_ . 
Wich ſuch # dark, fim-clouded mind. 
That jewel truth, but firſt caſhier 
Each latent crime wich harbous there: 
That cloud temov d, bright — 
Upon thy ſoul re e er d iq or; 1 


But if n e ty be, 
And conſcience fmds no faulty part, 


Let me adviſe thee, look once wa 
Examine well thy bible o'er ; | 


Lay all thy prejudices by, 
en 


Truſt 
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Truſt not a ſuperficial view, 
Externals are not always true; 
Error does to the furface riſe, 


. like the di mond. doeper l. | 


If thus with puge ˙ woright hed): 
Both pride and prejudice apart, . 
Fair truth be ſought, to view ſhe Il riſe, 
And make thy 1 i 
The ſceptic Infidel ſhalt bend. 
And in the pious chriſtian end. 

Then may thy heart in me rejoice, 
And boaſt with reaſon of thy choice. 


* 0 


1 


The Golpbrinck and the Cricket, 
„ 


M* muſe daes unt um as if 
How kingdoms rofe, or how they fell, 
Nor does ſhe chaunt the hero's fate, 
Of ancient, or of modern date,; 
Let loftier bards their deeds rehearſe, 
She ſuits her ſubje& to her verſe. 
Io humbler themes her Tyre the ſtrüngr, 
And thug a crickets fall ſhe ſings. 
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In a fair valley ſtood a cot. 
Who liv'd within it matters not; | 
Their cheer was good, and good their fire, 
As any Cricket could deſire; N 
Of theſe there roſe a num'rous race, Ne 
And flouriſh'd in this peaceful place, 
At length a Cricket did ariſe, bon find 
In voice and beauty. krengh and five, 1 2467 + 
So very much above the reſt, n n. 
Al is ſuperior ger and. ck! 


Thus daily flauer d, prais 'd, admir'd, 
His little ſoul with pride was fir d. 
He vain, and ſelf-conceited grew, 
Nor thought they gave him half his due; 
With ſcorn on all his tribe look'd An. . 
And b'liev'd he merited a crown; 
. - Fancy'd no bird could ing ſo fine, 

Nor yet in beauty brighter ſhine. 

High in the cot a goldfinch hung, 
Which ev'ry day melodious ſung ; 
By nature's hand all gayly dreſt, 7% i 
In party:colour'd ſhining yeſt; - 4 1 
The reptile with keen envy — 
Oft gaz d, and liſten'd whilſt he ſung. 


Quedus th cot deſerted lay, : 
Both family, and dogs away 5 | 


No 


No 


Fr 
7 
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No ſound was heard but dicky's hots, 
Who ſweetly ſwell'd his downy throat! 
The Cricket heard, and up he peep d- 
The coaſt ſeem'd clear, ſo out he leapdꝰ 
Vainly puff 'd up with pamper'd pride 
Thus to the beauteous bird he cryõdq ; 


* 


Proud thing, thy noiſe, I prithee, ceaſe, - 
And let the houſe remain in peace; 


Perhaps, becauſe aloft thou'rt rais'd, 


_ *Cauſe daily fed, and daily prais'd, 


Thou think' ſt thy voice more ſweet than in 
And that thy beauties brighter ſhine: | 
But know I am ſo wond'rous fair; 

No cricket can with me compare. 


In ftrength and ſize ſuperior found; 


No cricket half ſo high can bound! | - 

My matchleſs merit, all confeſs, 

And ſay, I'm charming to exceſsʒ: 
Thy frightful legs, and hideous claws; N 
Are quite unlike my pretty paws. 1 
And know, thou monſt ' rous painted thing 

I ſweet, and loud, as thee can ſing 
With that, he rais'd his hideous note; 

And almoſt rent his ſhrieking throat; 

Then leap'd ſo high, at ev'ry ſtroke: 


x His 3 dhe „. ein 


The nchen 1 8 amn enn . 
Their comrade's voice, tremendous.riſez 
R 
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So young and old came peeping out, 

And ſaw him wildly friſk about; 

Admir'd the monſt'rous leaps he made; 
And one and all, pronounc'd him mad. 
They thought him certainly poſleſs'd, 

And quickly. tum u bim to a jeſt. 


The lovety bird, devoid of pride. 
With placid air, unmov'd zeply'd, 
Poor ſilly, ſelE-conceited thing, 
Like me, thou can' nor look, nor ſing, 
Why doſt thou then with ſenſeleſs pride, 
Thus vainly toil againſt the tide? Ik! 
Know, fool, all who from nature ſtray, 
Reſolv'd to ſhine in their own way, 
Attempt to force, what ſhe denies, 
And ſpite of her, be fair, or wife, 
Her council with diſdain reje&, 
And what ſhe never meant, 'affe@, 
Ne'er fail to make themſelves a jeſt; 
To follow nature's always be. 
Folly were rare, did ſhe but rule, 
Tis affectation makes the fool... 


| Whene'er in prudent nawre's ſpite, | 
Ravens will ſing, and aſſes write, 
When birds will ſwim, and fiſhes Hy, 
And Crickets with fair finches vie, 
When booby calves ſet up for wit, 
And geeſe vill iu the ſenate fit,' 
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When cows with tags will ratus ren, 
And lamps for brightrieſs brave oY 
When coward ſheep to arms will pal 

In beauty pies with peacgcks vie, 

When clumſy bears would fain be — 
And moles will run to rarge-ſhows,: : 
When elephants.at balls appear, - - , = 
And hedge-hogs ad dhe debonair;'  - 
When cats will . 

And hogs at couttly elegance, 

Their pride and folly then like br 
Doe all around conſpicuous ſhine. 
While thus they hepe 10 —_——Y 
Contempt and ſcorn they only raiſe;. - 
And while they're ſeekmg thus — 
Oft' on their heads pull raw do ẽ m. 
The loweſt creatures ever ſeen, 

Though poor in parto, in 313 
If $loſe they follow natures rules, 
Ape ne'er deſpis d by o but (olds i/ 


Then prithee, poor conceited elf, 
Retire, and learn to know thyſelf; 
Contented reſt with nature's will, 
And be a ſhrieking Cricket ſtill. 


Thus ſpoke the bird, but ſpoke in ge 
The reptile heard him with diſdain, * 
And no ſurpriſe, for wiſdom's rules 
88 . thrown away on fools. 
R 2 


#4] 
The Cricket with theſe truihs wes ſtung, 
Rage chok'd his. words, and:ty'd his tongue ”Y 
Madly he leap'd, with pride elate, 
Regardleſs of impending fate; 
Nor oncę obſerv d a watchful cat, 
Who in a corner ogling fat; 
Puſs ey'd him as he madly hop'd, 
And ſoon as in her reach he drop'd, 
With eager, ſudden, well-aim'd ſpring, 65 U 
She bounc'd upon the vaunting thing; 
One ſhriek he: gave with partirig . 
And ſunk in everlaſting death: 
Thus to his folly, and his pride, | 
The filly wretch a martyr-dy'd; _ 
Content ane 
He had not been by n ee 


Then follow nature benen 3 ts 


For 'tis not her, but pride, and affettation, 
Make almoſt all the fools in ev ry mation. 
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| © pn was bleſt with fore of wealth, 

A fair eſtate; and florid healtj; 
Had, e'er he counted thirty- one, 
Through ev'ry ſtene of pleaſure run; 
A future ſtate, nor hap'd,” nor fear d, 
Till with a fever death appear'd;: 11 114 
Scar'd with the grifly-tyrant's ſight, | - 
He thus 2 — wild Ne 5 


O Death, debe the fave) blo: 917 / 
*Twill cruſh me into endleſs woe; | 
Alas! I'm not prepar'd todie, 


I ne'er ſuſpected you was nighßjj 


Could I ſuppoſe you'd call fo ſoon? . 

Of life I have not ſeen the noon; 

O grant this once a wretches ſuit, | _ , + 
When next you viſit, IH be mute; 
Indeed I'll make it all my care, 


For your reception to prepare: 72 
4 0 tf 


Then pray fir, knock at tlie next 


Ihe maſter is at leaſt threeſcore. 


R3 
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Why art thou not prepar'd to die ? 
Thou know'ſt thou waſt a mortal man, 
Thy longeſt Hife a narrow fpan, 
Fond fool ! didſt thou not daily ſee, 
Crouds ſwept away in infancy ? 

Didſt thou not ſe in life's bright bloom, 
What ſhoals I hurried to the tomb? * 
Didſt thou not ſee almoſt each day, 
Thy gay companions fall a prey ? 


— 


Well didſt thau know, no human po¹. N — 2, 


Could e er enſure a ſingle hour; 


Then ſay, why didſt thou not prepare ? 


Why make it not thy chibfeſt care? 


Would blooming youth prepare to di, 


How cheerful would the moments fly ? 
Serene they'd view my dreadful dart, 
Nor feel my ſting within the heart, 


They'd greet me-as a gentle guaſt, 


Come to condu their fouls to reſt, - 


To lead them to thoſe peaceful plays, 
Where everlaſting pleaſure reigns ; 
But ſee, thy ardent prayer nene 
For my next viſit ſtand prepar d, 


Wich that, he turn'd and went aa, 


And ſaid he'd call another 9 


Gay health 1 the danger o or, 


And r wine | 


Death heard, and ſternly made reply, 


- 
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But deeper unk ü in a pleaſure” s arma, 
Nor fear d nor IRE fre harms. 


Then meagre eise Death onde org; 6 
With painful gout knock'd at his door, 
Cold horrors froze the purple flood, 

Th' imperial tyrant ſilence broke, 
And thus with voice tremendous ſpoke ; 


Say, haſt thou to thoſe vows been true, 


Thou mad'ſt when I was laſt in view? 
Haſt thou prepar'd to meet my dart ? 

And art thou ready to depart? wes 20 
The ſhudd'ring wretch with downcaſt eyes, 


| nn. oO 


O fir, I own, with grief add ſham, 


I have been very much to blame, 


Pleaſure or care by night and day, 

Still drove the thought of you __ 
To make my children rich or great, 
And leave to each a fair eſtate, 

My care, but now my, greateſt pain, 

O could I bring back time again 

For your arrival Id prepare, 

You ſhould be all my thought and care, 


6 1 


Death ſpar'd again, and thus reply d, 
Mortal, once more thou ſhalt 'betry'd z 
But mark my words, next time I call, 

To me thou ſhalt a Ann. 


He ſpoke. and left the fick Se room, 

And life once more began to bloom, 
With health the world return'd again, 
And in his heart reſum'd its reign; 

His reſolutions he forgot, 101 
His death-bed vows n MW 
Death out of ſight was out of mind, 
Nor in one thought could entrance find; 
With ſixty-three. again he came, 
And found old Belus {till the ſame, 

With added terrors now appear d. 
His glaſs he ſhew'd, his dart he rear d; 
With dreadful voice he thus begun, 
Mortal behold thy glaſs is run, 
Art thou prepared now to go /; 
With quivering lips he anſwer'd—No; 
Midſt broken groans began once more, 
A further reſpite to implore, - - 
Death cut him ſhort, and cry'd, n 
Preſumptuous perjur d wretch, nor dare, i 
For mercy more, to ſue, be dum. 
The day of vengeace now is come. 
The day of grace and mercy's paſt, _ + 
Jo threaten'd long, but ſtrike at laſt, 
1015 Twice 


ce 


But ah! I'm loft, hope takes its flight; 


And daily ſent thee to thy grave, 
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Twice I've with merciful intenn. 
By thy almighty fire been ſent, . T 
To warn thee of thy future fate, 

And wake thy reaſon ere too late, 

But ſince regardleſs of thoſe calls, 

At laſt the ſcourge of juſtice falls; 

Whene'er 1 ſhook that threat'ning'rod, 

It was the gracious voice of God, | 

That voice when. man neglects and ſcotns, 

Mercy abus'd to verges turns. 


The panting i with half-clos'd eyes, 
Deep ſunk in black deſpair, replies: 
My conſcience owns the ſentence juſt, 
Long haſt thou ſpar d this ſinful duſt, 
Had I but likewiſe done my part, 
I ſhould not dread that lifted dart, 


And leaves me in eternal nights; © © 
Ten thouſand fears around me roll, © 

Ten thouſand horrors pierce my ſoul, 

Farewell, a long farewell to reſt, 

I burn, all hell is in my breaſt, - 

My heart what pungent torments wring, 

There, there, I feel thy poiſonous fling; | | 
O time! I ſee thee dreadful riſe. 
Thy bleeding boſom ſtrikes my eyes! 5 
I own thoſe cruel wounds I gave, bs 


Hourly 


ven 
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Hourly I ſtab' d that friend, whom heav'n -. 


To bear me to itſelf had given: 


How! hark, he groans around my bed, 
And ſhrieks for vengeance on my head; 


My whole eſtate with joy I'd ſpend, 


Could I revive that murder'd friend; 
Whole worlds I'd give; if worlds _ 


If one e e e 
O wretched man! I with in vain, 
I'm doom'd to everlaſting pain, 
Almighty wrath burſts o'er my head, 
And finks mie in yon fiery bed; 
All, all within: is wild deſpart, 
A thouſand fiands my conſcience tear. 
He ceas d, for an hit 88 
The broken words unſiniſh d e 

1 l 

Death ſaw the Fatal 8 . 

For not one ſand remain d ta run, 


His arm he rais'd, th obedient dart, | nol 


Transfix'd the deſun d vitim's heart; 
And quiver'd in its panting prey; 
He felt, and ſob'd his foul away. - [/- 


Then Benn the ancfol filenen phase 


And thus the weeping friends beſpoke ; 
In this cold cled. of fenſelefsclay;. | 
Morials, your future felves ſurvey, 


, : 


Such 


* 


a2 } 


| Such ſoon or late you all muſt be, 
And fall a losthſome prey to me. 


By this ſad object warn d, be timely wiſe, 


That when your bodies fink, your ſouls may riſe. | 


An irregular : Morning Hymn. 


I 
Fron orient worlds ſee new-born light, 
Darts through the gloomy ſhades of . 
From fair creation draws the footy val, 
And bids. all nature the gay virgin hail. 
The bird of mora forſakes her neſt, 
And ſoars with chearful lay, 
- She ſweetly greets the infant gueſt, 
And mounts with-nfing day; 
While ev'ry buth and grove around, 
With harmony untaught reſound, 
And 'midſt this gen ral joy ſhall J alone, 
In ſloth and en "my ſenſes drown 7 


In Wo wt II. 7 s 
Aſcend my ſoul on morning's roſy wing, 
And with the early lark ſtill foar, and ſing: 
Io regions bright, of bliſs above, © | 
To realms of light, to reales of love 
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Fain would th' immortal ſpirit riſe, 
To join her kindred bove yon ſkies; 
But ah ! ſhe ſeeks, ſhe ſoars in vain, 
This clog of earth ſtill drags her down again. 
Then, O my God, ſince thow'ſt ordain'd, 
To earth awhile ſhe muſt be chain'd, 
Since I cannot aſcend to thee, 
O denn to bend Ge ear tor me oe 


. 
O Thou, whoſe breath firſt gave me birth, 
Look down with gracious eye, 
And ſee the creature of thy hounty a | 
Low proſtrate on the earth, © 
Adoring Thee, almighty King of Kings ! 
Thou fire omnipotent, from whence each creature ſprings 
From all theſe pow'rs, thy bounty gave, 
Deign to accept, I humbly crave, © 
The tribute, which thy: lowly Tappan . | 


IV. ä 
To Thee, let ex ry creature heal. - | 

To Thee, let deri of praiſe aſcend; 
Let ev'ry tongue extol thy name, 
O Thou almighty Three in One! 
Eternal mind, which ne'er begun, 
Who ſhall, when time his race has run, 
Forever be the ſame: ©. rad em bios? 
In Thee thy whole creation lived, | 
Thy hand the beauteous frame ſuſtains, 0 
Ten thauſand bleſſings daily gives, 

And over all thy works thy mercy reigns. 


== 


my 
- 
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My ev'ry moment t would employ; 
To count the mercies I enjoy, 
Such various benefits around me riſe, 
My ev'ry ſenſe is loſt in ſweet ſurprize; 
The paſt, the preſent countleſs are, 


But when my ſoaring thought - | 2 , 


Surveys thoſe joys, thou doſt prepare 
For ſouls with virtue fraught, 
Ten thouſand tranſports fill my bounding heart, 
While gratitude and love, 
* Expreſſion far above, | 
Dilate each vital part. 
But ah! will heav'n's eternal king, 
| Attend to ſuch an earth- born thing, 
A wretched maſs of duſt and ſin, 
Vile clay without, and vanity within? 
My drooping ſoul, forbear to fear, 
The God of truth declares, he'll hear, 
And guard thee with. paternal love.and care. 
PO 5 1 at VI. 5 — 
O Thou ſupreme! to whoſe all piercing eye 
That dark abyſs, the heart, does open lie, ö 
In virtue's path the filly wand' rer guide, 
And o'er each riſing wiſh, and thought preſide; 


Let all thoſe thoughts, and wiſhes tend [end, 
To Thee, the ſource of happineſs, to Thee their proper 
9, Thou watch o'er my lips, nor let my tongue offend. 


L 4 1 
O place a guard o'er ev'ry ſenſe, 
(Thoſe open avenues to fin 
Which let the fatal poiſon in,) 
And thence repel the foes of innocence ; 
Shield me with thine almighty wing, 
* My path from dangers clear; 
O guide this blind, this feeble thing, 


On raifing Jairus's Daughter, 
" Bring on of our Saviour's Miracles. 


Fon hy . n W 

Fann'd by the fragrance of celeſtial flow'rs, 
Look down, Urania, ever-blooming maid, 
And lend to heav'nly themes thy heaw'nly aid! 
O guide my feeble pen, attune my ſyre, 
And warm my ſoul with all thy ſacred fire; 
Sublimely bid the beav/n+tanght numbers wht % 
A God ] ſing, a deity below. 
See the melodious maid the call attends, .. 
3 comes, and dase ſhe deſcende 


l whole poem Im, 
Gan ſpeak whole worlds or into life or death, 
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Around 
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Around whoſe radiant throne th' angelic choirs 47! 
proſtrate adore, or tune th' immortal lyres, i] 
Deſcended from thoſe realms of bliſs above, 
(His heart o'erflowing with celeſtial love) 
To ſave a helpleſs, miſerable race, 
By fin deſpoil'd of ey'ry native grace, 
An everlaſting prey to death and hell, 
No ray of hope their horrors to diſpel, 
And veil'd in human nature, deign'd to tread. 
That earth, his voice omnipotent had made, 
Amidſt his abjebt creatures humble ſtood, 
Diſpenſing heav'nly now, now earthly food - 
His hands, his lips alternate bleſſings deal, 
While theſe the ſoul, and thoſe the body heal; 
Low at his feet pale ficknefs panting lies. 
He ſpeaks, and from his voice pale ſickneſs flies, 
The deaf, the dumb, the mann'd, the lame, the blind, 
The fierce demoniae, and the pain rack d mind, 
To this all healing ſource of life repair d, 
And all, the copious, balmy current ſhar'd, 
Mercy on mercy, boon on boon he ſhed, 
While fin, and hell, and deach before him fled. - 
Thus was emplay'd the Lord of beav'n 2 
Speaking his creatures into ſecond birth, | 
When ruſhing thro' the croud twixt hopes and "4 
His heart with anguiſh ſwoln, his eyes with tears, 
A tender father, pale and breathleſs flew, 
And proſtrate on the earth himſelf he threw, 
Down either cherk, whole ſhow'rs of ſorrow ran, 
And nature in the father, veil'd the man; > SENS he 
, £ His. 


_ 
— — 
1 


, * * 
= — 8 — 
- —— 3 hg 9 — 5 
> — — - _ 8 . 
——— — — oo trons N — 
— * * * — - — 


— OL 


a ao * 
— 


* ” = * o 
n 
— 
— — 22 
— - 


K* 


Y Fn, 7 . 2 * 
» * 5 — 
— 
Vi 


— — 
. r 3 — 
172 -_- — "v7. i»; 
. * 4 - 
* 


=" — — 
"= A = — 


n 
— 


= 4 
— 


2 


1 56 J 


His ſighs and tears awhile his ſuit ſuppreſs d, 
But ſighs and tears his pungent pain expreſs d, 
In broken accents, midſt a flood of grief, 
With hands uplifted thus he beg'd relief. 


O mighty prophet, lend thy pitying ear, 
Vouchſafe a wretched parent's prayer to hear; 
One only, lovely daughter, gracious heav'n, 

To crown my joys, and ſooth my cares had giv'n, 
That child, heart-breaking thought! expiring lies, 
That dear, that darling child this moment dies; 
O prophet come with thy all-healing breath, 
And ſnatch her from the frozen arms of death; 
Back to my throbbing heart my darling give, 
On her but lay thy hand, and ſhe ſhall live. 


The God of mercy . at his grief, 
He felt, he pitied, nor poſtpon'd relief; 
But to the dome of death his Reps he bent, 
Nor gave a — forc d and cold conſent, | 


When midſt the eager ee whoſe ee gaze 
With wonder his almighty power ſurveys, 
A feeble wretch, by faith and hope ſuſtain d, 


Whom pale diſeaſe twelve annual ſuns had chain d., | 


With trembling ſteps behind th' almighty came, 
Strong was her n thot weak her feeble n 


Thus beak, as * the crow the pro | 
May I but touch the. border of his veſt, . 
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I ſhall be * ; weak limbs your load "TY 

And bear me to this balm for every pain. 

Now cloſe behind the Lord of life ſhe tood, 
Quick throb'd each pulſe, faſt flew the purple flood, _ 
With panting heart, ſhe ftretch'd her trembling hand, 
What can omnipotenee and faith withſtand? 

Their ſtrength reſiſtleſs, burſt each gallingchain, 

Faſt fled diſeaſe with all her trembling train, | 
Health, chearful health, again its throne reſum'd, 
Danc'd thro' each veins” and on each feature bloom'd. 


When thus the Foriner of this whirling 0 ll 

What hand, by faith inſpir'd, has touch'& my robe ? 

His ever faithful followers thus reply dd. 

Behold the crouds preſs cloſe on ev'ry fide, , 

And doſt thou aſk, what hand has touch'd my veſt 7 

Then thus the omniſcient mind himſelf expreſt, 
Some one, unlike the croud, oppreſt by pain, 

With faith has touch'd my robe, nor touch'd in vain ; 

The healing virtue from its native ſource, .. 

I felt en n by faith's reels once. 

What nl bes 5 3 
The happy patient found her theft — Fy Lean 
When thro” the croud, with joy and fear, ſne broke, 
And proſtrate on the earth thus trembling ſpoke ;- 

Twelve years around yon radiant orb of day, 
This rolling globe has ſteer d its deſtin'd way, 
Since this frail frame, by pale diſeaſe oppreſt, 
Has ſunk, forſook by health and balmy reſt; 
5 | 8 All 
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All phyſic's potent pow'rs in vain were try'd, - 

In vain each healing art its balm apply d; 

The little all, which providence had lent, 

To purchaſe joyous health I freely ſpent ; 

But ſpent in vain; nought could my pains al. | 
Nor bribe diſeafe to quit her pining prey, 1 

Till urg'd by hope, my foul with faith full fraught 

To Thee, great ſource of life, for health I ſought : 

But fear repreſt my ſteps, a ſecret cure 

1 ſought, and midſt the croud appear d ſecure, 

(Pardon a helpleſs wretch, O pow'r benign!) 

With daring hand, by ev'ry eye unſeen, ©: 

I touch'd, thy robe I touch'd ; tranſporting change 

By faith aſſur d; yet O how fweetly ſtrange - 

Diſeaſe its long, long fetter'd prey reſign ** 

Reluctant fled, nor leſe a pain behind; apes 

Then gracions thus th' eternal Mord reply d 

Daughter, to faith like thine-no'boon's deny'd. 
Then let no latent fear de preſs thiy heart; 

3 ee 


Now from the * of mourning nne nu, 
- Grief in his air, 1 mn 

A ſad un welcome meſſenger of fate, 

And thus he ſpoke: — late. . N 
No farther urge thy-ſuit, thy-daughter's dead, 
Io happier realms the ſpotleſs ſoul is fled; 

His pitying Saviour te fad meſſage heard; 
And kindly thus the drooping parent cheer'd; 


Let 
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Let not deſpair depreſs thy bleeding ſoul; 
Only believe, and ſhe ſhall be made 8 


And now the ſolemn dirge of death they har, 
Sad ſalutation for a parent's ear, 
Each ſympathiſing friend her fate bewail'd, 
Fond hope Wn Revs n * prevail'd. 


In all the ſolemn n 
Too great to let the tides of ſorrow flow, 
The fond deſpairing mother mourn d apart, 
Grief in her face, and anguiſh in her heart. 


Then to the weeping friends th” Almighty ſaid, 
Forbear to grieve; the damſel is not dead,. 
She only ſleeps; but they too ſure, cold death 
Had froze each pulſe, and ſuck'd her lateft breath, 
Laught him to ſcorn, ſtill hopeleſs wall'd r ak 
Tho dead to 1 PF; IP 

Pg 

Now they Lewubech i 1 os, 
Where o'er his captive death triumphant ſate, 
'Ere time the opening bloſom could expand; 
Twas cropt by the pale tyrant's ron hand. 
The bluſhing rubies from her lips he tore, 
The bluſhing roſes from her cheeks he bore; 
Quench'd the chaſte, harmleſs light'ning of her eyes, 
And made at one cold graſp each charm his prize. 


8 2 
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0 death, imperiat tyrant, ghaſtly king, 
Relentleſs ravager of beauty's ſpring ! 
Each glowing charm at one deſtroying blaſt, 
Thy peſtilerttial baleful breath lays waſte. - 


| Now to the fatal couch he bent his way, 

Where claſp'd by death the breathleſs virgin lay, 
The gloomy tyrant trembled as he trod, 

And ev ry. nerve confeſs'd ch. approaching W 


Then thus th' omnific Lord of heav'n * ek. 
The God who ſpoke all nature into birth, & 
Talitha cumi. Death appall'd with dread, 
From the feſiſtleſs voice ſlow murmuring fled ; 
Yet thrice look'd back reluftant to depart, 
And rue as he nn his blunted dart. 


The new a virgin * Mill hovring wx 


Heard the re- animating heav'nly found ; | 

- Swift to the ſeat of life once more ſhe pref, 

Throb'd in the heart, and panted on the breaſt, _ 
Wak'd ev'ry pulſe, and with a warm embrace 


Glow'd thro' each vein, and mantled on the face; 


Then to the organs of each ſenſe ſhe flies, 
Unlocks the ears, unſeals the radiant eyes, 
Pants thro! the lovely mouth, and ſoftly fips 
TI YE gene, = ae * 

With friendly hand her God extends his aid, 
And lifts once more to life the riſing maid ;. 
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She moves, ſhe walks, ſhe ſpeaks, with wond'ring eyes 
Her friends aſtoniſh'd gaze in dumb ſurpriſe : 
In ſpeechleſs rapture round their darling hung, 

Joy ſwell'd each breaſt, and wonder bound each tongue, 
Their grateful ſouls they proſtrate would expreſs, 
But floods of joy the riſing thanks repreſs; . 15 
A croud of words in vain for utterance try, 

Still on the tongue the fruggling Wee W 
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en 
And floods of fire involve earth, air, and ſkies, 
The ſame re-animating voice ſhall give 
Motion to duſt, and make dead matter live, 
Each ſcatter'd atom ſhall his call obey, | 
And vanquiſh'd death expiring yield his prey ; - 
For he who from the tyrant's dark domain, | 
Could call one ſenſeleſs corpſe to life again, 
With equal eaſe the ſame all- powerful breath, _ 
Can raiſe a world from the dark realms of nh. 
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PROVERBS, Chap. iii. 13, to 27. 


Horry, nic happy i is the man, 
Who heav'nly wiſdom finds, 
And he who underſtanding gets, 
And to its paths inclines, 
SZ 
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Far better is her merchandiſe, - 
Than that of filver ore, 

Her gain exceeds in real worth, 
The gold of Ophir's ſhore: 

More precious ſhe than rubies rich, 
Her luſtre brighter far, | 

No bliſs thy heart deſires below, 
Can with her charms compare ; 

In her right hand long life ſhe holds, 
And in her left is found c 

Increaſing ftores of ſhining wealth, 
Wich laſting honours erown'd: 

The road ſhe leads is ftrew'd with blifs, - 


Wich happineſs, and'eafſe, =» 


. 
And all her paths are peace: 

She is a tree of life to thoſe, 

Who 0 Het Bun den Mage . 

And happy ſurely all ſhall be, ' © 
That in her ſteps {Rouen | 


The Lord by wiſdom form'd the earth, | 
And pois d the ball in ar, 


By wiſdom he ſtretch'd out the heav ns, | 


Wichall the glories there; 
By her a place made for the ſea, 


Where its proud waves might roar, hy 


; Then bade it to that place repair, 
find ne aj 


From 
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From thence by wiſdom high in air, 
The floating clouds he drew ; - +. .. 

Then bade them on the earth deſcend 
In ſhow'rs of pearly dew, 

My ſon, from wiſdom's radiant charms, 
Neer let thine eyes depart, 

Be faithful to the heav'nly fair, 
And lodge her in thy heart: 

She ſhall ſuſtain thy ſoul in life, 
On ev'ry feature ſhine, | 

& thouſand graces.o'er thee ſpread, 
And radiance half divine. 

So ſhalt thou go in ſafety forth, 
In ſafety ſhalt return, 

She'll ſmooth thy path, direct thy way, 


And guard thee night and morn. 


- When weary nature ſeeks repoſe, 
No fears ſhall haunt thy bed, 

Sweet balmy fleep with downy wings, 
Shall hover round thy head: 

No fatal tidings ſhalt thou fear, 
Nor tremble in the day, 


When horrid deſolation ſweeps : ind 


A wicked world away. FIT, 5 
The Lord ſhall be thy confidence, 
On him thy ſoul ſhall reſt. 
No terrors ſhall chy peace diſturb, 
No cares invade thy breaſt ; - 

| S 4 1 
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When 
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When dangers ſhall thy life ſurround, 
He'll never thee forſake, 

But guard thee ſafe from eviry ey 
. No ſnare thy foot ſhall take. 
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ART the fig-tree ſhall no bloſſoms bear, 
Nor climbing vines repay the dreſſers care,” 

Altho? the olive mocks its owner's 'toil, 

Nor golden grain bend o'er the fatten'd ſoil ; 

Tho' pining bane the bleating flocks annoy, 

And raging murrain helpleſs herds deftroy, 

Yet in the Lord my ſpirit ſhall rejoice, 

And to my God and Saviour'raiſs her voice. 


Paal xl. 1, 2. 


IKE te bar dow pane or res, 15 


Which cool and limpid rol}, | 


So pants my heart for thee, ©'God, | r A 


So gaſps my thirſty ſoul. 2; 
For Thee the living God ſigh, 
And pine while wand'ring here, 
0 when before thy preſence ſhall. - 4 £3155 
My longing ſoul appear. 


PSALM 


PSALM cxlvi. 


* 

SCEND my ſoul in ſongs of praiſe, 

And to thy God glad hallelujahs raiſe, 
While life ſhall animate this frame, 
I'll chant the great Jehovah's name; 
Long as my being ſhall remain, 
Till duſt return to duſt again, 
My tongue ſhall never ceaſe to ſing, 
The praiſes of my heav'nly Til 


1 
O place not then vain confidence, 

In princely pow'r, or gay magnificence; 
Truſt not in ſceptred majeſty, 1 
Nor on the ſons of men rely; _ 

For when frail man reſigns his breath, 
And ſinks into the arms of death, 
When time has meaſur'd out his ſpan, . | 
To duſt he ſhall return, and end where he began. bs 
Deep i in the grave each darling ſcheme is loſt, _ 
There all his thoughts, and all his hopes are croſs d. 
III. | 


But happy he whoſe viewed 1 | 
FWW (218 267014 r 
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Who on his God above relies, 
And builds his bliſs above the ſkies. 


That God who turn'd the pompous arch on high, 


And ſpread the ſplendid canopy, 

Who form'd each glittering glory there, 

And hung the ſhining globe in air, 

That God at whoſe creating call, 

From chaos roſe this rolling ball, 

While from th" almighty fiat came, 
All the fair furniture of this fair frame; 
Whoſe never-failing promiſe ſhall endure, 
Like his own eſſence firm, eternal, ſure; 

Who rights the injur'd and oppreſt, 
The hungry feeds and ſuccours the, diſtreſt. 


Forth from the dreary dungeon's gloom, 
He bids the pining priſoner come, 
| Bids him again reviſit chearful light, 
And fair creation glads his longing fight. 
The fallen he raiſes, for the righteous cares, 


His watchful providence the ſtranger ſhares: 


He's to the fatherleſs a ſure defence, - Hogs 
And guards their hapleſs innocence, ' 
The wailing widows ſighs he hears, 


Relieves her woes,. and dries her tears: 


But from thoſe who deſpiſe his laws, 
His care and bleſſing he withdraws ; 


In vain their worldly ſchemes they we | Neg 


He blows their foaliſh,. hopes away: 


* 


+: Wi 


[ 6 J 


With diſappointment daſhes their deſigns; 
And all their councils countermines. 
The Lord thy God, O Sion, then adore, 
Who ſhall be king ſupreme for evermore; 
From age to age enthron'd on high, 
And reign thro! all eternity. | 


For Good Friday. 


1. | | 
| RESOLD, my ſoul, with dread ſurpriſe, ' 
What awful ſcenes of wonder flle, 
And dreadful open to thy eyes, 
The purple tide of life congeals, 
Thro' ev'ry vein an icy numbneſs ſteals, 
No longer beats my quivering heart, 
And freezing terrors ſeize each vital part. 
| II. 
Behold the Lord of heav'n and earth, 
That God who ſpoke all nature into birth; 
Who ſits enthron'dabove the ſky, 
Rob' d in eternal majeſty, 
Who with a look declares his will, 
Which eager inſtant to fulfil | 
Ten thouſand Winged ſeraphs fly. 
Ten thouſand, thouſand more adoring lie; 


1 
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Tbh' almighty judge of all mankind, 
By whom eternal bliſs or woeꝰs aſſign d. 
"Drag'd to the petty judgment-ſeat 
Of thoſe he into being ſpoke, - 
A God arraign'd by thoſe he did create, 
Who in an inſtant could that gift revoke, 


And cruſh them into duſt with one almighty ftroke, 


III. 


Behold that face which cherubims adore, 
With loathſome ſpittle cover d o'er; 
See with ſacrilegious hands, ; 

The impious wretches, ſhocking ſcene ! 

Load their Creator with inhuman blows, 

And with deriding ſcoffs inſult his woes ; 

Hark for his death aloud they cry, 


And hear with joy their maker doom'd to die, 


While he, who with one pow'rful breath, 
Could cruſh them into everlaſti ing death, 
Unmov'd with aſpeRt all ſerene, 


Before them humble, meek, and filent ſtands, 


| 1 
By friends deny d, deſerted and forlorn, 
Behold him next with cruel ſcourges torn; 
They robe him with mock majeſty, 
And bend the-ridiculing knee, 
With pointed thorns his ſacred temples bind.) 
A mimic ſceptre to his band's conſign d; 


* LEED 
7 


That 


Is 


Fe 


L 269 J 


That ſceptre ſerves the impious crew, 
Their helliſh malice to purſue. 


ot © 5 

But O what horrors round me roll, 

What floods of grief o'erwhelm my ſoul, 

On the croſs behold him lying, 

Fainting, groaning, bleeding, dying, 

Expos'd to cold, to ſhame, and ſcorn, _ 
His holy hands and feet with pointed iron torn, + 
While guſhing ſtreams from many a gaping wound, 
With royal blood deſtains the ground. 


f SEE wore: ncaa 
Oppreſs'd beneath the countleſs crimes 

Of preſent, paſt, and future times, 

How undeſcribable his pains, 

His ſoul almighty wrath ſuſtains, 
And the laſt dregs of the dire cup he drains : 
What floods of bitter anguiſh round him roll, 
What diſmal ſtorms of paſſion ſhake his ſoul, - 
While on his ever-bleſſed head, 
I; all the wrath of the Almighty ſhed: 
For man the bitter draught he drinks. 
For man, to death a ſpotleſs victim ſinks, 
Even for his murd'rers prays and dies, Dn {11s 
And falls that they ta bliſs may riſe. 


_ But 
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But ſee his bleſſed head declines, T 
Exhauſted nature can no more, V 
At laſt the dreadful conflict's o'er, 0 

Into his Father's hands his Spirit he reſigns. 

There fled the ſpotleſs ſoul, earth feels the wound, N 

And trembles from her dark profound, 

Nature expects her final end, | N 
The rocks from their foundations rend, 


The yawning graves reſign their dead, 
The ſun with horror ſhrouds his radiant head. 


VIII. 
But why was this, my foul, ah! why 
Did the holy Jeſus die? - \ 
It was for thee and ſin he dy'd, 
For man, inſolvent man, he ſatisfy d 
Almighty juſtice, the vaſt debt he paid, 
The dreadful weight on his pure ſoul was Jaid. 
Sin drag'd him to the judgment ſeat, 
For fin beneath the knotted ſcourge he bled, 
Sin crown'd with pointed thorns his ſacred head, 
And nail'd his holy hands and feet ; 
Gave him thoſe agonizing pains, - 253 
Pains due to guilty fall'n mankind, 
Sin deals each wound his heart ſuſtains; 
'Twas ſin his ſpotleſs ſoul oppreſt. 
And with ſuch diſmal terrors ſhook his breaſt; 
Terrors ne er yet conceiv d by human mind. 
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Then fly my ſoul with generous diſdain, -- 
With hate and horror fromthe face of fin, 
O think how fatal that foul child of pride, 

For which thy Saviour bled and dy'd, 
Nor let the wiley fiend thy heart enchain, 

Ne'er let it find a place within; 
Nor let thy Saviour die for thee m vain. 


A Mental Elevation. 


HEN tir'd of earth, my fatiated mind; 

Leaves this vain world, and its vain joys behind, 
And pants for bliſs which never cloys, 
Which neither time, nor chance roy, 
Breaking thro' yon azure ſkies, 
On contemplations wings I riſe, 
Realms of everlaſting light, 
Open to my mental fight; 

Th' immortal throne around, 
Winh beamy chaplets crown'd, 
Heavenly hoſts, a. blooming band, 
Rang'd in radiant circles ſtand; 
Wrap'd in tranſport I behold, - 
Purple plumage; harps of gold; 
Hark, they tune the living lyres 
While the-deity inſpires ; 
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Lofty 
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Lofty numbers roll around, 
Heay'n's eternal rooſs reſound. 
Now all their voices join | 
In harmony divine, 
The noble acts to ſing | 
Of heav'n's almighty king; | 
His glorious attributes each tongue employs, 
Their God's a theme which never cloys ; 
His wiſdom, greatneſs, pow'r omnipotent, 
In ſymphonies ſublime, and ſounds magnificent, 
Swell each immortal inſtrument; | 
The glorious found lu 
Like peals of thunder breaks . 
And now his goodneſs, mercy, love, 
In ſofter numbers ſweetly move; 
With glowing boſoms all combine, 1 
In heav'nly ſtrains, and notes divine, 
To make celeſtial pity ſhine. 

His juſtice now, and righteous ways they ſing, 
And ſolemn ſtrains roll o'er each trembling. ring; 
Now in ſeraphic Ei an 

They pour a ſong of praiſe, 
Th' ambroſial air around 
Spreads the melodious ſound; 
Then proſtrate fall before 
The beatiſic throne, _ 
And filently adore _ Sa 
Th' etcrnal Three i in One. | 
O how my longing ſpicit pants to jon 
This heav nly Loft, this choir divine; 


Then 


But O! ſhall this polluted-ſoul e er riſe, . 


And when pale death, by Ther dpuat al, 


To Thee, my God, forever le hr fe. 


] 
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There in ſeraphic ſtiain - '; /! ++; © * 
Unlike my mortal ſong, ;-... 1 {4b 
On bright cerulian-plams,... * -.!, ++}, . 
Amidſt the angehc throng ; t Br 
To chaunt the great Jehovah's fame, 
And magnify my Maker's name: 
Glowing with celeſtial fire, 211 meter n 
Sweetly ſweep the golden lyre ian Logos 
For ever and for ever ſin g 
The praiſes of my Cod and king 192195 4 1 . 
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To boundleſs bliſs above ed * _— 1 

O Lord, direct my ſoul aright, 257 
Thro' this dark, dreary r lun v1 
To thoſe bright realms of living light; 


And this frail, feeble fabric falls, = = 
And th' immortal ſpirit flies, - | 


On the” Day of e. 


ohen u- me. 
m ae ay | 3 An 8 
UST fo ere longabetcatd, 3 
Of death, ſhall ding meto this dreary land, / 
A ſenſeleſs lump of loathſome eh 
To hungry worms a putrid prev 
T 


= 


* 
4 K 
1 
* 
1 A 
. 
7 
. 
7 
i © 
. 
vi 
* 
* 
I 
Ae 
( 
* 
. 


1 
. 


—— — 


—̃ Eo. 


= — 
—— 


HI. 3 - tr - 
* — 2 27 
” — _— 


- — — 
me — 


(LEY 


Euclole me in the filentuen, 2 
Where duſt, och: 3 
Deep drive the bars with iron hand. 
And turn th inexorable key, 
None his deeree ſhall coumermand; | 
Tin time ſhall fink into eternity, 
Then, when the bright arehangel bam,, 
Spread nature's fall thre' ev ry land, 
Th' immortal trump's tremendous found 
Shall penetrate this dark profound, 
Burſt ev'ry bar, awake the ſleeping clay, 1 10 
And ſnatch from death the e | 
The glorious morning of eternity, | kd 
Fair nature gaſping forth her latent breath, 
And ſinking in eternal night. | 
Expiring time, departing death,” 
With faith's unbounded ken 1 free 
Fhe amazing ſcene wide opening wy , 


II. 
The tyrant now appall d with fear, 
| Beholds his final moment near, 

To fly the deſtin'd dart in vain he tries; 
Midſt hoſia of feraphs, thro" departing ſkies, 
Th' almighty conqueror breaks in floods of light, 

Death finks aſtoriiſh'd at che glorious ſight; 

Swift from the vittor's hand. | 

Wing d by divine command. 
Th' annihilating bolt unerring flies, 
Transfix'd to earth he bowling lies; 


* * 
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The yell reſounds from ſhore to ſhore ! EPL 
Earth ſhakes, hell trembles, at the hideous rar, 
The griſly 1 Gflolve, nn,. (x 


III. 


Bright breaks the morn 6f everlaſting day, 


Th' aſtoniſh'd ſun, 

Which ſince old time his race begun, 

His deſtin'd rounds unerring run, 

No longer rolls, no longer ſhines, 

Eclips'd in light his taſk reſigns 
That fount of brightneſs whence he drew each ray, | 

Which bade him ſhine, which bade him roll, | 
In radiant majeſty 'twixt pole and pole, 


Appears himſelf in regal ſplendor dreſt, 


In all his father's brightneſs ſhines . | 


With his own native glory crowu d. 
Celeſtial legions ſhining round, 
And all the bright magnificence 


Of heav'n, and omnipotence. 


| IV. 
Behold the glowing croſs on high, | 
Hoſts of angels round it fly, 

And wave their beamy banners mic the ſky.” 58 
Ah! where will now thoſe wretches hide, 
Thoſe daring ſons of impious pride, 
Who late that croſs contemptuous ſpurn'd, 
Scoff d at a dying Saviour's blood, 

And trampled on the facred flood, 

And to licentious jeſts his holy precepts turn'd. 

. 
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Where now the vaunting ſors of wit, O ee 
Your vain ſophiſticated reaſon's glare? 


Where now your laugh, ie: I 


Who's now the wiſe, and who the fool ? 


Amazing ſcene ! the labouring earth, 
Ne'er teem'd before with ſuch a birth, 
In ev'ry part a pang ſhe feels, * 
And from her airy baſis reels; F. N 
While from their paradiſe on high, 
| Urinumber'd hoſts of ſpirits fly, 
The throbbing earth ſuxround, 
And hover e er eite gend; BE.” 
Eager to re-animate PIES 
The much-lov'd partners of their former 105 
And bear them from the dreary tomb, 
In everlaſting lile to bloom; 3 


* vr. be be 1-01 
Thrice happy thoſe who hall be found, 

| Furſt rifing from the dark profound ; +, -: 

For then the good, the pious, pure, and juſt, FY 
Shall hear the awakening trumpet firſt. 

And riſe immortal from their beds of duſt, SEW 
Not wealth, or titles, birth, or fame, | 
But virtue ſhall precedence claim. OY 
Virtue theſe Joyful ſounds ſhall bear, 1 

e r 3 


Come 


Come my redeem d, ye bleſſed come, 
Exchange the body vile, the dreary tomb, 


For forms all-glorious, realms of Uving ight, yo q 5 


And joys above imagination's beight; 
In ever- riſing bliſs eternal live. 1 
Great gs omnipotenes n gige. 0 


| Ss 1 WIE. -: | 
And ſhall theſe eyes this awful ſcene ſurvey, ' 
Shall I be there at this tremendous day ? 
As ſure my ſoul, as now in life I bloom, 
Sure as I ſoon muſt ſleep within the tomb. 
O be it then my conſtant care 
For this. great audit to prepare. 1 
O thou eternal Word, whoſe breath, * 
Speaks worlds or into life or death, 
Whom with the eye of faith I ſe 
Adorn'd in all thy awful majeſty, . 
Direct, ſupport, and guide my ſoul 
In paths which lead to heaven, and thee, | 
That when the ſtream of time ſhall roll 
Into the ocean of eternity, - - 
And the ſhrill trump ſhall rouſe my leeping 3s 
O may it wake to everlaſting day; | 
With comfort may 1 ſee thy face, 
And humble hoges of | pprdoning grace, 


VII. 
But hark, again che trumpets ſound. 
Again they rend the cavern'd ground, 
. I"; * 
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All nature does expiring lie; 
The planets from their orbits fly,. 
And ruin Teigns around the ſky; 
The earth's inyolv'd in floods of fire, 
Kindled by almighty ire; 
The elements diſſolve with teryent heat, 
In chaos wild incorporate, 


Like that which reign'd, * ere nature's birth, 


Pivided fire, and water, air, and earth. 
IX. wy 


But ah ! no pen can paint, no tongue can tell, 


No heart conceive, the wild ſurpriſe, 
Oft thoſe, who to the ſecond death ariſe, = 
Whom dread almighty juſtice dooms to hell.- 
Fain would they hide their guilty heads, 
And fink again into their dreaty beds ; 
Her hoſts of dead the groaning earth 
Pours forth in a promiſcuouy birth; 
Hark ! to the rocks.in vain they call, 
And mountains, on their hapleſs heads to fall, 
And hide them from the angry frown, 
Ol an inſulted God, 
Whoſe righteous laws they trampled on, 
And dar d defy his rod; 
Confounded with unutterable fear, 
I The fatal ſentence now they bear. 
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Whirlwinds of fire, with u tempeſtuous ſwaep, 
Internal legions, all combine 


To hurl them headlong down the ſulphurous _— | 


In vain they ſhriek, in vain for mercy call, 
The day of mercy's o'er, the day of grace 
Is paſt, and juſtice takes its place 
To dire perdition down they fall, 
_ O'erwhelm's with floods of liquid fire, 
Eternal floods, and flames which ne'er expire. 


To mountains heights by ſcorching whirlwinds bare, 


The burning billows burſt with hideous roar, | 
Borne by the blazing ſurges no they riſe, 
And to loſt heaven lift their deſpairing eyes, 


Then from the hery ſleep daſti d headlong down, | 


Into the boiling gulph agait they're thrown, 
While devils with infernal art, 


Add torments to each bleeding heart, 


Conſcience with fiery ſerpents crown'd. 


For all the flights on earth ſhe found, 
Darts with excrutiating ſmart, 
Her baleful ſtings into each heart; 
Late, with contempt and ſcorn repreſt, 
Now from th' eternal bowl 
Brim full of wrath divine, 
She pours all hell into each tortur'd breaſt, 
And gnaws with agonizing pangs the ſoul ; 
Ss 
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On earth a faithful, boſom̃ friend; 


* 


But ah, how chang'dbelow+ . 
All hell contains no fiereer fend. 
Or more tormenting ſoe. I 


Faſt by her ſide deſpair appears. 
Her eyes o'erflow'd with ſcalding tears; 
Diſtration, horror, rags, and ſhame 
Diſtort her ſoul; and ſhake her frame; 
No ſcourge ſhe bears, no direful dart, 
But plunges her whole ſelf into each heart. 


Soul rending ſcreams, and hopeleſs criea, TFH 


Doleful wailings, heari- felt bebe. 
Mix in ſuch a dreadful yell. 
As ne er was heard except in hell * 
But ſee the diſmal gulph begins to cloſe. 
Oer theſe unutterable woes; 
Angels by divine decre, 
Turn the adamantine key 
O'er the {2d regions of eternal pain, 


Ah never, newer beate en. 
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A Night Addreſs to tie Deity. - © 
Lt ⁰ mom tidy control 
Eee heb avon: | 0% vid 
Ariſe, my ſoul, to heav'n ariſe, * 
And there before the radiant throne 
Of the eternal Three in une 
In humble adoration proſtrate fal. 1A 
And thus for mercy, grace, and pardon cal??? 
O Thou ſupreme! of heav'n'and earth, ul 243 nad 
To whom all nature owevits birt nn 
From whom the breath of life I dre, 
My God, my father, my preſerver, hear, 
And gracious lend a pitying ear, 
Nor let thy child in vain for mercy ſue... or 


Behold before thee trembling lies. . 
An abjeR wretch oppreſs d by fin! 1... - 

Polluted, ſtain'd, defac'd, unclean, 

A baſe degenerate, black ingrate, / + +7 

Who has deſerv'd thy utmoſt hate, — of bat 

And ardently for mercy, mercy cries i Da 

Whate'er in thoughs,, or word, . 4 
; I've done amiſs this day, 

0 Thou ! who for thoſe crimes didſt bleed, 


© Waſh ev'ry ſtain away. 
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Nor yet againſt me call to mind, 
The countleſs crimes of thoughtleſs youth, 
But let repentance pardon find; 
Nor for thoſe ſins e er viſit in thy wrath ; 
Nor let thoſe faults which all my life o'er-caſt, 
Nor thoſe which memory does no more retain, 
My countleſs frailties, nor the mighty * 
Of time, ineſtimable priae, 
In dark oblivion ſunk no more to riſe, 
O never, never to return again) 'T 
Riſe up in terrible array, 
At that tremendous, awful day... in 
When the ſhrill trump ſhall rouſe this eeping dry. 
But all my faults eradicate, 
And blot them from the book of fate. 


III. 

Through him, and for his ſake I ſue, 
Who all thoſe ſuff rings hore, which were my due 

O turn thy eyes from my offence, 

And view his bleeding innocence; 

For me, behold him tortur'd lie, 

For me, behold him bleed, and die, 

My God, my Saviour, ſacrifice ; 
And let thy anger fink; thy mercy riſe, 
And to my ſoul ſoft peace, and cornfort ſpeak, . 
Nor let dive fears my unden break, - Þ+ 
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n 
Let balmy ſleep my weary eyelids cloſe, 
Nor let black dreams diſturb my calm repoſe; 
And while diſſolv'd in dewy ſleep, 
My fetter'd ſenſes nſeleſs he, 
Far from me ev'ry danger keep, 
My ev'ry faculty control, 
Nor let one ſinful thought invade my ſoul ; 
But o'er me watch, with thy ne'er-fleeping eye ; 
I In chearful health, and downy peace, 
O raiſe me up at riſing day, 
Reanimate the ſleeping clay, 
And ev'ry captive ſenſe releaſe; 


4 Refleftion, before going to Ref. 


REFLECT my ſoul, ere {leep ſhall ſeal my Eyes, 
That ere to-morrow's ſun ſhall riſe, 

Thou may'ſt be ſummoned hence away, 
And parted from this mortal clay ; 

O ſay art thou prepared for ſuch a call? 
Can'ſt thou this night, this preſent night, 
With hope and comfort, take thy flight ? 

Say would not death with horror thee appal? ? 
Is there no unrepented fin, 

No latent fault, which lurks within, 
Which may at that dread moment riſe, 
And fill thee full of wild ſurpriſe ? 


FF 


III ſo, Ae en cnt 
This moment drive it from thy breaſt; 
Or if this day by ſad ſurpriſe. 5 
Thou'ſt fallen, by deep repentance riſe, | 
Nor dare before to cloſe. thine eye: 
But tho' thy God ſhould not this night ordain 


EE: Thy laſt ; on earth thou can'ſt not long remain; 


And tho' for many a rolling year, | 
Thou ſhould'ſt be doom'd to wander here; 
Yet death, cold death, at laſt will dome, 
And bear thy partner to the ſilent tomb ; 
| Then thou muſt other worlds explore, 5 
Leave this frail duſt on death's dark, dreary ſhore, 
Nor meet again, till time ſhall be no more, 
O then employ each future day, 
In preparation for thy flight; i 8 1 
So ſhall we part without 1 WEE 
With joy again to re- unite, | 


O Thou Sapreme !, by whom my life was giv . 
Uphold me in the path, which leads to nga n, hs 
Which ends in happineſs and thee, 

O glorious, holy Trinity, Fe 
And when pale- death, at thy command, 
The debt of nature ſhall demand, 
That debt may I without reluctance .. 
And ſink reſign d into my native clay; 20 
May I receive him as a gentle friend, * 
In whoſe cold ams my « er ry = Thall 6 
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8 


cr. 1 


Calm, and ſerene, ſurvey his dart, 
Nor feel his ſting within my heart; =y 
And O my God ! at that dread hour, 2 
Aſſiſt me with thy migluuy pow-ir/ u 
In mercy drive the fiend aw: 
Nor let him my departing ſoul diſmay: 4 
But bid my guardian angel ſtand, /' 1 111 \ 
To bear it to its native land? 3 
And when my quivering eyes begin to cloſe, 
With beams of hope, my heart ſuſtain, 
Diſperſe my fears, abate my pain, ul 15146 
And let my ſoul in peace on Thee repoſe. - ; 
Küren 32708 rw ett 
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WA HEN my fecret ſoul ſurvey, . 
And view the num'rous band 
Of crimes, which, clad in black array, 
Arrang'd before me ſtand; | ; 
Denouncing pain, eternal pan 
And hell's infernal glare; ＋ 
My ſpirit can't my heart ſuſtain, 22 | 34) 2344 : 
I'm ſinking in defpair : IBN 2 09, ale 
But when amidſt the diſmal gloom c 
My Saviour's ſufferings rife, e 
Sweet hope, again begins to bloom, 1 U 


{ obs 1 
When : alice lifts the arm on high, 


To cruſh me into woe, | 
I to my Saris e Ig, : |: dS 
And ſhield me from the blow. 


What tho' my ſoul; war oth | 


Polluted I ſuryey, _ 
1 in my dear Redeemier's blood; 

Can waſh them all away: 

Nor ſeek when tis too late; 
Since long repeated crimes may 1 | 

Celeſtial mercy's gate. 
From fin, with horror, let me fly, 

As from a ſerpent's neſt, 
And tho' an angel's form ſhe os, 
Diſdain che fatal gueſt,” 
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FATHER ! ! ſince” tis ** e dee, 
This emmanation of divinity, 
This heav'n-deſcended fire, immortal bias. | 
Muſt captive lie confin'd in mortal clay, 
Surrounded with the world's alluring charms, 
And ſubjeR to a thouſand fatal barms, - 
Do thou vouchſafe the wand'rer to direct, 
The good to chooſe, the evil to rejeft, | 


6 


e 
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O let thy holy Spirit mine ſaſtain, . ._ 
And guide it thro' this wilderneſs of pain 
My ſoul blind, frail, and feeble, without Thee, 
Will fink in ſin, and endleſs miſery ; -, | 
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O then all-gracigus, dart a heav'nly ay, 'f 

Safe to conduR it thro' the dreary wayz' ; 
Teach me to ſhun its fatal, gilded ſnares, 5 
Nor fink entangled in its thorny care 


Give me to know aright thy beav'nly will, 
With grace, and ſtrength thy pleaſure to full; 
Hog uilmile amt a 5 
an. Ag 5 
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An An. to the Deity, with reſell to kits 
"OS 3 


0 THOU! whoſe omtipeeſem er. iT 

My inmoft ſoul farveys, | 

To whom my heart does open lic 
With all its winding ways; s 

Who viewelt every ſecret thought, - : 
AﬀeRtion, hope, deſire; 

With which my beating boſom's fragt, 


And anxious to acquire, 

Teach me aright to retzulate, e 
Each latent motion there, 

- That ſoil to cleanſe, and cultivate, 
With A care. 3 


(LIM 


From roſy morn, till fable night” 
In fleep ſhall cloſe my eyes, ; 
Help me to rule my thoughts 0 | 
And watch them as they*riſes 
Bid ev'ry hop&which/ ies; 
Aſcend to e; n ee 040 
Into eternity.” - © 801 671 
Bid ev'ry paſſion bas halt $ 
And in ſubjection ſtand z ©. | 
Serenely move, and calmly toll, 
As reaſon ſhall command. 
Teach me a watchful guard to _ 
Oer Each beſieged ſenſe, | 
Left thro' them unperceiy'd ſhould. creep 
The foes of ihnocenee; * 
To curb vain fancy's wanton liche, 
For if at large it ſtrays, 
Till bring vein folly home at aig 
Which ſoon foul fin may nike... 
A ray of heav'nly light impart, 
By which 1 may diſcern, , % 1 
Each fault which lurks withia my hearty 
And all its errors learn; . aro] 
And when the latent foes I God. 
8 gracious aid extend 1 
- To cleanſe and purify the mind, 
Nor let one thought offend. 
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Te» 1 
Poſſeſs me with a lively ſenſe 1/ 
Of thine all- ſeeing eye}. - Non lo ur 
Then ſhall ae eee n I! 12! 10 
When conſcious Thbwart br. 
So each returning dewy night, 
When I review my heart, 
To ſee if all within be r; 2 1 
Or mend the Faulty . 
With ſoul ſerene, from 3 fre, 
Soft ſleep mine eyes ſhall cloſe, „ 
At peace both with myiflt and Thees, /\ 
Sweer ſhall by we rote, 10 em 27 
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My ſoul her waking thoughts . 

Shall ſoar to Thee on Win gs of love, 3 

And ſeek thy face with ſong of ere... T 
Thy ever-waking love, and care, 1 A EP 

Watch'd o'er,me While fupine 1f . © bf 


Fromi all the evils ve elerv'd, . re br "pp 
Thou haſt my fool and body kept. 
For theſe, thy recent benefits, 
As for thy countleſs mercies paſt, 
I'll love Thee Lord, with all my heart, 
And praiſe Thee long as life ſhall laſt. 


WU: When 
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When from the priſon of the grave) - 
Thy powerful voice ſhall ſet me free, 

O let thy new-made-ereature, Lord, 
Ariſe to Wr , 


AS from the 1 of the "I 
Thou haſt my kind preferver been, 
Forſake me not, O Lord, this day, 


But guard my foul from every fin. 


Without thy aid, and firengthening grace, 


All feeble, helptefs, dark, and frail, 


| Beſet with foes on ev'ry ſide, 


4 


Alas! to fall, 1 carmot fail; 
But if the holy Spirit, Lord, . 
Of thy eternal might, 

Aſlifts my foul, — 
And put her foes toflight. 32 | 

O then vduchfafe thy heav'nly Ru 
My ſtrong defence to be, 

And guide me in the ratrow yay, | 5 
Which ends in beaven and Thee, | 
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A Sufplication 


FATHER ſupreme, from thy eternal throne, 


Its ardent breathings deign to hear, 
And bend a kind, paternal car, 
And grant, O grant my ardent prayer. 

My God, thy ſtrengthening grace impart, 
To break theſe chains that bind 

To duſt, frail duſt, my fooliſh heart, 
And captivate-my mind. 

If chou refuſe, I toil in yam, 

And hopeleſs ſtruggle with my chain, 

Then let thy aid omnipotent - - 

Be to thy feeble creature lent. . 
Turn my thoughts from tarth. away, 
Here no longer let them ſtray z 
Let no hopes, no wiſhes riſe, 

For any bliſs below the fies. 

Guard my heart-from-vain deſizes, | 
Mortal paſſions, human fires. 

Waſh its ſtains, its droſs refine, 

Make its love be ali-.divine, , 

From ev'ry earthly .obje@.ſet.it-free, 

And bid it ſoar inceſſantiy to Ther. 


Us 


t 


The World datedled. 


333 (d el ee Ar. 
TFAIN Wand ned bs cine 0 more, 
The ſpell is broke, iu enchantment's/ Oer, 
| Truth, ſacred truth, wüh beamy hand, hwd bu / 
Waves o ex me her celaſtial wand: 
The miſts diſpel, the ſhadows fly, 1.2 1 N bo) 
Heaven opens to 8 mental ee! 
' Pifoo} TIO! Hub — | 
No more thou 7 5 Adden heart. 

For now I ſee thee as thou art! ee + = 
A ſubtile, treacherous; cruel oe, "IR bn 
All empty ſound, and outſide ſho-wu w 
A meteor, whoſe deluſive lim lt L 
Will lead the foul to'endle{s-night : vm mu! 

A ſly deceiver dreſt m:ſtrales; 191 9% ol 09 ne!! 
. Full fraught with guile, andiſkull'd in-wilty;:: 19.1 
A foe, in friendſhip's form inſhrin d. mp _—_ 
With Satan, leagu u againſt, mankind;} --- 
Without a cherub, fiend within] ,-1-/ = hart I 
Bloated with folly, piide/anl fi; ini 27 f. 
An idle dream, a fleeting hade? 
Whoſe charms are by opinion made 
My ſoul no longer wears dry-ch an?: 
But views thee with a cold diſdain. 


9 1] Superior 
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Superior to thy boaſted Joys, 19 lod} tA 
Thy ſyren charms, and tinſel — 4 21:97 11 361 4 
Conceal'd beneath a gay diſguiſe, 1, ,, 1 
With promis'd blifs,, and ſagthing lies, 4 
And all the ſerpents ſubtile M vii Slugs Tug) 1 
Too long thou'ſt captive held my heart, 
But now releas'd, it ſoars Way 8 Y 19 1 4 1 2 
To worlds , where ſhmgs eternal days... R b; Fu, * 
To ſtill increaſing hapgineſs,;. 9 120 nul mon v 
And pleaſures Janguagerap't err. . 101 
ln lo gat n e et 203 ee 5 14. 
Such ſcenes of ever-growing joy, 5 


Which fill che heart, but never cloy, o 


When love, and faith, a d hope furveyec. 
Thy brighteſt beauligs f away 3 ; ®; 10 1 l 7 


Like meteors vaniſh from the ſight, ., 
Exninguiſh'd by celeſtial light, 
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An ift Thought,” 
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Ix: TOS. 1 1 oh 2 a 8 a 
Down wy. ſoul, to Jealms below, ww 7 
Realms of horror, pain, a and woes... ORG REA gn 

Regiong of eternal fire, A _ . 
Whence no Toul ſh | e'er return ; . el 
Where the damn forever burn, a b A 
Ever burn; but ne er expire. © © 
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- Aſk thaſe priſoners of deſpgir, | 
What it was, which bronght them hows 
In a doleful, diſmal yell, 
Every wretched tongue ſhalt tell, 
The foul cauſe by which they fl; 
Hell, thy monitor ſhall be, 
Hell ſhall cry aloud to thee: | 
Would'ſt thou from thoſe pains be free, 
Fly from fin, her poifon'd bowl | 
Murder'd each defpairing Toul, 
And ſunk us in h. 


Then tho u nr hind the Galt; 


And tempts the ſenſual appetite, 
Daſh it from thee with diſdain, | 


nnn 


A feriaus Rgection. 


ren 
What is not in their nature to beſtow. 


Replete in bliſs, ſoft, caſe, and calm repoſe ? 


Go, aſk the heart, which, for twice twenty years, 
Has beat the circle of each earthly joy, | 
If yet thou'ſt found long hunted happineſs ; 
If yet it reſts, nor feels a latent wiſh, 
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Examples anſwer loud on ev xy le, 
And with a ſigh ſeal the fad negative. 


Ceaſe then, my foul, th win partble; jor fed © 
In ſcenes terreſtrial fair feficit jj 
Nor build thy happineſs on mouldering duſt; 
Such tottering bliſs, a thouſand n ng 
May lay in ruins; naked, defencetefs, ' 
Stands the feeble fabric ; white hoſte, on both 
Of ver ran foes, all trait A, and difciplin's 
In diſappointment's ſchool, affaif the | 
Take it by ſtorm; it tumbles into duff, 
And in its ruins buries al! thy bin. 


Wach then, my ſoul. 3 heart 
And when fond hopes, and wiſhes flutter there, 
Seize them before they riſe upon the wing; 
Through reaſon's glaſs, by virtue's beatny light, © 
Inſpect chem nicely thro! each mazy fold, me 
But ſuch as piety, and wiſdom guide; Wi eil n. 
» — 1 and diſdain, . 


A Birth Dy n. 


Fus, with ſparkling 1 wine the glaſs, 
Gaily bid the minutes paſs ; 

Tis the day which did impart 

Life to the partner of 1 heart, 
Ness 
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The partner of my joy and cares 
Who all my pains an- pleaſures $ ſhares. 


Now digg gers GA 
The wh ws "Ha. | | 
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Behold thee fill mare good,, more 5 


„ 


More pleaſing i in thy Maker's eyes. * 


Thy ev'ry wiſh may reaſon guide, oy ee 


And o'er thy head, and heart prelide;, 
Of life control the cares and fears, 


* 
31. 
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And ſtronger grow with length of years 


* 
31 


24 * #! %- Im „0. 72 
May roſy health with cheartul grace SB gl cou 
Smile on each feature old ee: e e e 
May gay proſperity de thine, | 1 it} 


May peace and pleaſure wound thee ſhin = Fu 
And happineſs, that gilt divine, on watt ws 
May all the joys of on. life 1 
Bleſs both the huſband, , and the wite. 1 
Late, gently, and | da terrors free, 

May death diſcharge his dart on thee; 

Thy parting foul, may angels catch, 

And o'er the precious treafure watch” 


Bear it to realms of endleſs bliſs, _ 1 
And ever-growing we, eee * 1 
3 4Geptiat Lil Wüste Leb och 21 1 
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I. 10 
ow ſleep no longer ſeals my eren I 
And ev'ry mental power is free, 
O Jet my ſoul with ardour riſe, Fats 

From this * 1 * "oy 1 

II. | P . | 1 #4 
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In pleaſure's gay diſguiſe; 1 
My ſoul, to Thee, ee rend 

For inſtant ſafety. flies. n tam 20 


| 8 I. # B11 15-4 4 deb 
Thy deep, thy ſoul-felt groans I hear, 6 be:6. 
Thy gaping wounds ſurvey ; ... vs En 
And ſee Thee bleed, for hell · born 1 e 
Thy ſpotleſs ieee. 3 H. 5 10 
Muang W. 1 4 \ 4 45926 
Wich holy indignation fir d, wet 
With horror, and diſdai nn 3 
I fly the fiend, which gave thy ſoul 
Such agonizing pain. 
4 


> 
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V. 
A ſure aſylum here I find, 
From ſin's alluring arts. 
Thy croſs, O Lord, 2 ſhield I make 
. To blunt temptation's darts. 


A Letter is 6 Lady in London, don, 


Frou poor . Hol As « Sylvia ſend, 
| In black and white, the wiſhes of a friend, 
To you, Meliſſa, in the joyous town, © 


Where circling pleaſures circling pleaſures avg 8 
May ev'ry ſprightly joy, which fills the train, * © 
Of merry chriſtmas, ſmiling round you reign; © 


May happineſs lead in the infant year, 
March cheerful at the van, bring up the rear, 


And as the year ſhall grow, may thut increaſe, -—- 
And ev'ry day be crown'd with health and peace; 


May bounteous heav'n your ev'ry: wiſh beſtow, 
Your ev'ry wiſh, which does from reaſon flow ;. 
Thus each deſire you ſtill will find ſupply'd, 
Since ev'ry wiſh has reaſon for its guide; 
May not one ſorrow, care, or latent pain, 
Corroding on Meliffa's heart remain. - 


But now, or I miſtake, you fmiling cry, 
This airy wiſh on fancy's wing does fly, 
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She wiſhes me by reaſoti ill to move, 
Though reaſon won't her preſent wiſh approve, 


Since pain and care, on human life ſtitl wait, 

As flatt'ring tongues ſtill buz around the great; 
Well, if it muſt be ever thus, ſwift may 
Succeeding pleaſure drive each pain away. 


* 


Thus may you live, while I, in lonely cot, 
Contented with my ſolitary lo: 
Immur'd from all the airy world calls joy, 

Which thouſand, thouſand, cheated hearts employ, 
To no tranſporting pleaſures ſhall aſpire, 

Leaſt diſappointment kill the fond deſire, 

Yet not moroſely ſpurn the favours given, 

But joyful taſte the preſent gifts of heaven, 

Nor act the ſour pedantic cynic's part, 
But cheerful uſe them with a thankful heart, 


You midſt gay crowds reſide, I hid in ſhades, | 


Rove by the mazy ſtream through flow'ry meads, 
Ah! flow'ry did I ſay, alas! no more, 

Thoſe meads with ſpangled robes are cover'd o'er, 
Their leafy honours from the groves are torn, 
And down the winding ſtream impetuous horn : 
The painted birds forſake the naked wood, 

And ſeek in hoſpitable yards their food ; 

The purling rills that o'er the pebbles mourn'd, 
Are now to deep and rapid currents turn'd ; 

voſt Philomela now no more complains, 
Nor tells her woeful tale in penſive ſtrains, 


20 7 


An univerſal change around appears 
The dreary face oy me mu wears. 


Exalted noy on iron iilts 1 move, | 
Through dirt with cane ſupported. fearleſs Tove, 
Till rooted deep upon the yielding plain, 5 
A breathing monument awhile remain, 

To warn each wand' ring ſhe my fate to ſhun, | 
Nor ſuch defiling mY n Oil opt 
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At length rewrning 10 my 1 be ch 04 
Clos'd in with dirt at home contented; dwell, 25 
Now think, work, read, then write a line or two, b ls 
Talk, hear, then take a pinch, and think on you; 

For ſtill the ſnuff- hox ſhines with golden grace, 

Nor does one ſcratch its. poliſh'd charms op ths, 
Still well replegiſh'd with ambroſial di l "EW gl 
Breathing rich odours freſh as at the firſt, ; 

Tho' many a pinch each day the noſe regales, . 07 
And well upples the loſs of. fragran dA 


Thus time, beneath Eee * ponds wig, 
So many wretches groan, I ſtill find lighlt. 
Such- generoully upon their friends beſtow, | 
A heavy thing they know not where to, throw ; 1 7 
But leaſt you of this tribe ſhould think me one, 

I'm ſure 'tis beſt in prudence to haye done; 
Nor rob you of your better manag'd time, 
Nor tire your patience with my tedious rhyme, _; 
And am with ev'ry compliment which due is, 

- Your moſt obedient ſervant, ESTHER LEWIS. 
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on Wiſhing. © 


AY, muſe, 4 is a woll fantaſtic + 1 
The vaineſt child, which does from fancy ſpring; 
A Wiſh.—And yet, ſhrange truth, it finds a place _ 
In ev'ry heart, and. withia fond embrace _ _ ... ' 
is claſp'd by all, nurs'd by the wiſe, and fool, 
And differs only as their paſhons rule. 
Spontaneouſly it ſprings in bad, and good; 
A thought begets it, fancy gives it food, 
Awhile within the panting embryo lies, . 4 
The will next gives it birth, and bids it . N 
Ceaſeleſs it throhs, and flutters round the breaſt, | | 
And robs the fond deluded heart of reſt; 
Soon fires the paſſions with its gaudy- ns, 
And by their glowing light to action ſprings, - { 
Hope ſmiling flies before, and chearful cries, , 
Ro Weener 


In various paths mankind 20 dds W 5 
Vet ſtill the ſame their end, their fate the ſame, 
For happineſs each mortal's on the wing, 
As ſwift in wintry age, as flow'ry ſpring: 2154 
Yet ev'ry wiſh both of the fool and wiſe N 
Iz diſappointment, or poſſeſſion dies. 
. | Poſſeſſion ! 


c 1 
Poſſeſſion! fatal name to human joys, 
What countleſs wiſhes thy embrace deſtroys ? 
Ten thouſand fall thy ſacrifice to day, 
Ten thouſand more are doom d to- morrow's prey. 
Poſſeſſion! 'tis the fathomleſs abyſs, 
Which ſwallows ev'ry ſublunary bliſs ; 
The funeral pile which ev'ry wiſh conſumes, 
The grave which ev'ry joy obtain'd entombs. 
With groans unſeign d their hapleſs fate we mourn, 
And weep in anguiſh o'er their funeral urn ; - 
When lo! to raiſe freſh ſighs, and draw now tears, 
The ghoſt of each departed wiſh appears, 
With horrid gloom, and gorgon look o ercaſt, 
It thus upbraids us with our folly paſt. 


| Behold, vain fool, the ſhadow of a ſhade, 
An empty nothing by thy fancy made; 
Survey me now, thy late, too fond deſire, 
Stript of thoſe ornaments, that gay attire, 
In which I was'by thy fond faney-drefſt, 
In which I charm'd thy ſoul before poſſeſs d; 
Look back, delule&wreteh, to life's guy dawn, 
And ſay, where-now-are all thy-withes gone; 
In dark oblivion lies the num'rous train, 
By diſappaititment,-or poſſeſſion ſlaan: 
Not one remains of all the mighty hoſt, 
All vaniſh'd like agveam, forever loſt. ä 
Like fate thy ev'ty future with ſhall nd. 
Thy ev'ry future wiſts to earth confin'd. © 
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A melanchol truth, yet hear, believe, 
A wiſh departed never does deceive. - - 
Not death himſelf, more faithful to bis truſt, 
In that dark hour, when duſt teturns to duſt. 
Tis friendſhip's warning voice, be tunely wiſe, 
Nor let vain wiſhes in thy boſom riſe. js 
What heav'n.heſtows teceive with.grateſal heart, 
Nor multiply thy wants with.cruel art. | 
When men too eager wiſh, create falſe wants, 
That wiſh too often heav'n in anger grants, 
Can with one breath their ſchemes of bliſs prevent, 
And turn their wiſh into their puniſhment, 
And oft' when diſcontented mortals run 
Headlong to joys, hy whichithey'd be undone, 
I pity is with-held the-wiſh'd for joy, 
Which gain's, would aibtheir, . ne 


In vain you firive againſt * Maas of fate, 
And endleſs pains with fruitleſs toils create; 
Into th' Almighty's hands thyſelf reſign, 
Contented reſt, and let his will be thine. 
Shall duſt dare with omnipotence conteſt, 
And teach B 


Fond mortal, turn, und Giewp the besen thain'h, pull, 
Thoſe alter d ſcenes with widoight gloom c ereaſt ; | 
Then dread the future, and iſ wiſhes: riſe, 

Thoſe fatal long deteſted cheats deſpiſme. 

Such ſcenes ſurvay'd-wou'd ſoſt content inſpire, = 
Chaſlſe each wiſh, and check each fond deſire: 


A 


| 


emit 


But thoſe inſuuklive nd paſt joys you 1% 
You loath the view, and ſicken at the ſight, 
Diſguſted turn, and gaze: with longing eyes 

On thoſe gay proſpects, which before you riſe ; 
Where lavid Guey hens Eine 2 5 


A thouſand pleaſures · to attract the heart; 8 39] 2: 


Forward you preſs to reach the glitt'ring Bote. 
But when arriv'd, the beauteous — no N 
Vaniſh'd forever is the fairy land 0424-01 


Lou gaze aſtoniſh'd'on the barren ring! 


Nor gaze in Vain ; another painted 2940 
Before you riſes lovely and ſerene; -: 

While you, tho' warn'd the well-known chem to bn, 
The dupe of hope, and fool of fancy, run 
Again into the ſnare, and are again des 
Reaſor aſtoniſh'd; vou d your — 5 


Inceſſant calls you back, but calls in vain; 


She bids you raiſe aloft your ative ſight;ʒ 
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O'er all theſe tranfientiſcenes of vain delight, 


Nor gaze upon the vain deluſive ſhow, 2 . 
Till wiſhes riſe, and ardent paſſions glos; 


She bids imagination's boundleſs pοüÿ ́rrtr 1 


O'erlook theſe flecting beauties of an hour, 
Negle& the painted toys, and ſoaring riſe 


To wefld's ove yon 439 ee 3 


To ſcenes, Wheſt heauties never fade, and fly 
To joys, which never eloy nor ever die. als 15 
Here unconfin'd giveallthy wiſhes way z 
No r thy e 
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6 33 
Faint wiſhes are a crime, when heay'n's i in view, 3 
Not fancy's ſelf can take too bold a flight, | 
For there poſſeſſion ſhall increaſe delight. 
No latent fear the mighty bliſs ſuſpends 
Poſſeſs d of happineſs which neyer ends, 


On Dr. Young's. Night Thoughts. 


WHAT thanks are juſtly yours, O gen'rous Young, - 
Whoſe heav'n-taught muſe her lofty lyre has * 
To draw the veil from vice's baneful charms, 
And woo mankind to lovely virtue's arm. 
With pure delight I hear the ſacred lyre, | 
And ſtill the more I read, the more admire; _ 
In the pure page ſuch heav'nly beauties glow; . 
As from an angel's pious 22 


Here truth does in ber native luſtre ſhine, - 
And breaks upon the ſoul thro'ev'ry line; + +  -- 
Bright reaſon too in magic numbers dreſt. - 
Strikes ſweet, yet Reon: conviction to the beat 

' You ſhew the value of that a — 

Which animates this lump of active clay > 

More worth than all thoſe worlds o'er worlds that roll, - 

In their revolving ſpheres 'twixt pole and pole, ON 
X Fo 
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To live, and what lifevis from you we learrrs 
And why it gains, why merits our cencern ; 
With ſuch perſuafive, noble eloquence, 

You ſweetly plead in murder'd time's defence, 
Aſtoniſh'd on our fatal crime we gare, 

And trembling view our flaughter'> hoſt of days; 7 
Fain we'd recall thoſe precious moments paſt, 
And preſent induſtry redeems the waſte. 


Here gloomy death ſtrip'd by fair virtue's hands, 

Diſrob'd of all his ghaſtly terrors ſtands; 

In her clear glaſs he ſeems a gentle friend, 

In whoſe ſoft arms our ev'ry woe ſhall end; 
The heav'nly maid, with pure angelic art, 
Extrafts the latent poiforr from his dart; 

He comes by our almighty Father ſent, 

To lead us from our wretched banifhment, - 
And ſafe condu@ us to our native home, 
Thro' endleſs paths of happĩneſs to roam ; 
To mix with ſeraphs in the realms of light, 
In joys beyond unagination's height, 


Here ſacred friendſtip fires the glowing breaft, 
We ſigh, we pant, to claſp the'gen'rous gueſt, 
That ſweeteſt bleffing heav'n on earth aſſign'd; 
(But ah'! how few can a Philander find ?) 


The gal man nd Jallre Nis from you, 
We burn the bright example to purſue; 
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Guided by your ſeraphic muſe, we try 
Like him to live, that we like him may die. 


Here the vain infidel himſelf may view 
In truth's bright mirror, brighter made by you; 
Survey his wretched, hapleſs, hopeleſs ſtate, 
And b'lieve, before his faith ſhall come too late ; 
View the dark, dreadful precipice below, 
And fly thoſe paths which lead to endleſs woe; 
So ſtrong, ſo clear the heav'n-taught truths, that he 
Is blind by choice who don't his error ſee. 


Here lovely virtue, in her tovelieſt dreſs, 
We view, and her unequal'd charms confeſs, 
Pant to poſſeſs the pure, celeſtial maid, _ 
| Whoſe bright, immortal beauties never fade. 


We here the vanity of pomp behold, 
And the inſolvency of earth-born gold; 
Tho' large its promiſes, its payments ſmall; | 
Tho' India's boundleſs wealth obey'd gur call, 


Here calm content ſits on an humble ſpray, 
Content, io earthly happineſs the way: 
While wild ambition's taught how vain her flight, 
And what dire ſtorms hang o'er her airy height; 
The proud aſpirer, Satan's neareſt mate, | 
Is ſhewn her crime, her folly, and her fate; 
Tho? heav'n its bounties pours with laviſh hands, 
Pride ſtill unſatisfy'd makes freſh demands ; 

"On X 2 
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Still diſcontented, calls for ſomething new, 
For pride ne'er thought as yet ſhe had her dus: 
But if th' Almighty lifts his angry rod, | 
She murmurs, and arraigns all nature's God; 
Condemns the' ways of righteous providence, 
And frets, and raves, againſt omnipotence; 
Untaught to bear the adverſe blaſts of fate, 

- By violence ſhe burſts death's gloomy gate. 


White meek: humility, with lowly mein, 
In all her chaſten'd beauties ſhines ſerene; 
With ſoul ſubmiſſive, and mellific mind, 
To heav'n, and heav'n's almighty willTeſign d; 
Adores, confeſſes the all-righteous ſway, 
Or if it gives, or if it takes away; 
Can patient loſe the ſweeteſt joys below, 


And bleſs the hand that ſtrikes the heart felt blow. 


Here loathſome an, rip'd of her painted veſt, 
Appears in all her native horrors dreſt ; 


The fiend's no*more in pleaſure's rebeconcial's :;' 


But black as hell the ſorcereſs ſtands reveal'd. 
True pleaſure too the faithful mirror news, 
And the pure heav'nly font from whence it flows ; 
Adorn' d with all the true, intrinſic charms 

Which 2 ſoul of reaſon warms. 


Here wiſdom calls with ſuch attractive volce; 
Perforce we make her peaceful walks our choice; 
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While earthly wit appears ſo falſe, and vain, 
We fly her paths which lead to endleſs pain, 


Religion here, that ſtanding jeſt of fools, 
(The heart-corrupted ſceptic's abjett tools, 
Shines forth with ſuch a ſtrong refulgent light, 
Her foul defamers ſicken at the ſight. 


Next piety, her fair twin ſiſter ſtands, 
With eyes devout, and pure, uplifted hands; 
On erring man her ardent prayers draw down 


Heav'n's various gifts, and ſmooths its angry frown ; 


Her flighted charms ſuſpends the ſinner's fate, 
Gives leiſure to repent ere tis too late, ; 
A group of virtues own their happy reign, 
And fill th' angelic ſiſters chearful train, 
Sincerity, and white-rob'd innocence, 
Tender compaſſion, warm benevolence, 


| With ev'ry grace which treads earth's bumble clod, 


And makes man pleaſing in the ſight of God, 


Bleeding afflition here a balm may find, 
To ſoothe the ſoul, and heal the wounded mind; 
From the bright page ſuch beams of comfort flow, 
As calm the ſigh of pain, and dry the tears of woe. 


Here the bright ſcenes of pure celeſtial joy, 
Which ſatisfy the ſoul, but never cloy, 
Your muſe has open'd to our raviſh'd eyes, 
Unmix'd, eternal, boundleſs pleaſures riſe ; 
X 9 
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From joy, to joy, the raptur'd heart is toſt, 
Till earth, and all its low delights are loſt, | 


But ah! my feeble muſe in vain eflays, 
To ſing the charms, which grace the pious lays: | 
New thoughts, new beauties, ſtrike my wond'ring eyes, 
New hopes, new pleaſures, new ideas riſe; | 
While I the heaven-inſpir'd page ſurvey, 
Each thought of earthly pleaſure dies away; 
By your ſeraphic, ſoaring muſe when led, 
I mount up- born by her, and ſeem to tread 
The ſun, the moon, with all her pompous train, 
Whoſe gilded glories grace yon azure plain, 
Like duſt beneath my feet, nor flop ev'n there, 
But mount regardleſs of th inferior glare, 
. Soar to the realms of pure, celeſtial love, 
And thro? th' eternal paths of pleaſure rove ; 
Converſe with angels in the bleſt abode, 
And proftrate fall before the throne of God; 
In hallelujahs jdin th* angelic choir; 
And chant melodious to th' immortal lyre ; 
Thence look on this vain ball, vain mortals care, 
And pity the poor wretches crawling chere; 
On pleaſure, wealth, and pow'r, with ſcorn look down, 
And ſpurn the ſplendours of a ſparkling crown. 


O gen'rous Young, let not thy lofty muſe, 
The tribute of an humble pen refuſe ; 
Forgive the feeble ſtrains, by art untaught, 

And Q! what muſe can praiſe you as ſhe ought? 
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A world inftrufted and delighted too! 

What gen, what tongue can give you half your due? 

My numbers can't ſuch great deſert expreſs, 

And low encomiums, make high merit leſs; : 
O! for an angel's pen to ſing thy praiſe,” 

Then ſhould th' elogium reach the heavenly lays, 


On Curioſity, 


H Curioſity, friſt, fatal cauſe, 
Which made mankind deſpiſe th' Almighty's laws, 

Of each misfortune that attends mankind ; 5 
And ev'ry pain thee the firſt cauſe we find : 
O deadly ſaurce of ev ry human woe; | 
From thee what ceaſeleſs ſtreams of ſorrows flow 
From time's beginning, to its final ends. 
Thy baleful floods of rolling pain deſcend; 
Nor ſhall it ceaſe, when this frail life's paſt o'er ; 
Its curs'd effects ſhall live when time's no more. 


When mankind's mother, pull'd with lawleſs hand, { 
The fruit prohibited by God's command; 
And gorg'd the gilded bait, with the ſame breath 
She ſuck'd in ſin, with all its train, and death; —_ 
And thus entail'd the fatal legacy { 
On all her wretched, frail poſterity ; 124" ol 
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Millions of ſouls, to endleſs ages ſhall: 
Curſe the ſad . and her pre fall. 


But let not us too raſhly Nan her fault, - 
Since we are oft' by ſad experience taught, 
How hard it is to curb. the appetite ; 

How oft' we fall in that unequal fight, 
Frail, and enervate, we give up the field; 
And far leſs tempted will the ſtrongeſt yield; 


Ourſelves purſue what we in others blame; 


When by like motives urg'd, we att the ſame. 


I grant our general mother's crime was great; 
Her Maker's voice had ſaid, thou ſhalt not eat; 


Yet ſure in ſome reſpetts our guilt exceeds; 


Hers was one att, ours are repeated deeds : 


She knew no tempter, therefore fear'd no guile 3 


She knew no devil, and ſhe fear d no hell: 
But we ruſh on to ſin with hell in view, 
Againſt command, precept, example too : 


We his falſe aris are taught to know and ſhun, | 


Yet b'lieve, and to forbidden pleaſures run; 
And diſobey, tho' ſure to be undone : 

And tho' its baleful qualities we ſee; 

Boldly we pull the fair forbidden tree; 

For fleeting pleaſures, laſting woe we gain ; ; 
Inſure to endleſs ages, endleſs pain ; „1 
Thro' ev'ry ſceneof life, new joys purſue, 
Tho' ev'ry ſcene of life, ſays, they're untrue; 
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Yet till for the untaſted fruit we ſighz 
Still view the tempting bait with wiſhful eye; 
Still pant for joys, which at a diſtance lie. 


'Tis curioſity that makes us pry 
Into our neighbour's faults with curious eye; 
Diſcover blots, which cloſely lay conceal'd; 
And probe thoſe wounds, which friendly time had heal'd, 
Long buried failings, oft are brought to light, 
To feed, this ever-craving appetite : 
Tis like ambition's thirſt, nor can be laid; 
Nor is it e'er of ſurfeits groſs affraid : 
With this deſire, what charity can dwell? 
The faults of all it loves to hear and tell, 


Urg'd on by thee, what throngs inceſſant pour, 
Where ſqme new thing their ears, and eyes dv: 1 
Alike they run to ſcenes of mirth or woe; 8 
And ſtranger ſtill, ſometimes to church they go. 


But yet miſtake me not; I only blame 

Thoſe, who are pleas'd to hear of blaſted fame, 
And likewiſethoſe, whoſe heads, heels, tongues are known, 
To run upon all buſineſs, but their own : 

A thirſt for uſeful knowledge 1 commend, 

To ſearch out nature's ſecret laws, and end; 

The ways of providence, a ſpacious field, 

Which endleſs food to curious minds will yield. 
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There's one enquiry, duty makes our part; 
And that's with curious eye to ſearch the heart; 
Diſcover ev'ry latent vice within, 
With all the ſecret inlets there to ſin, 

And all the hidden ſprings, it there ſupplies, 
Whence all our crimes and all our follies riſe; 
There to ſpy faults, we can't too curious be; 
But all our prying, all our faults can't ſee. 


A Riddle. 


| — nat' ral genius is to each aſſign'd 
By providence, to ſerve and pleaſe mankind, 
One ſhines a poet, one a politician, 


Here the learn'd caſuiſt, there the ſage phyſician; - 


But none can boaſt a genius ſuch as mine, 
I in each language, art, and ſcience ſhine, 
So vaſt my talents, and ſo great my parts, 
That I am learn'd in all the liberal arts. 


Io tell the various taſks to me aſſign d, 
Would puzzle all the heads of all mankind, 

On ev'ry ſubject I my parts diſplay, 

Now ſad, now merry, and now grave, ts we; 
I'm ſoldier, politician, ſcholar, cit, 

A beau, a fair one, lover, clown, or wit; 

I to the ſoul can in an inſtant dart, 

Tze brighteſt pleaſure, or the keeneſt ſmart, 


My 
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My outward garb the ſame you'll always find, 

My inſide mutable as womankind ; 

From place to place I travel day or night, 

Arm'd cap-a-pee, yet never known to fight, 

But never ſtir without the door a yard, 

Unleſs attended by a faithful guard, 

Now ſome perhaps will ſay a book—but then, 
You'ye miſs'd the mark; ſo pray now gueſs again. 


Another. 


I By no bounds am circumſcrib'd, but found 
Wherever human creature treads the grout 

Unweary on each mortal ever wait, Fo 

Up from the cottage to the throne of ſlate, 

Attend the foul when life, vain life does fly, 

And ſhall ſubſiſt to all eternity. 

I am a never-erring faithful friend, 

And tell plain truths, tho” oft' thoſe truths ollend. 

I'm clear as angels in celeſtial glow, 

Yet l as the bouleſt fiend eh 


By opiates huſh'd, J often gumb'ring lie 
For many years, but when grim death draws nigh, 
Wak'd by the griſly phantom, up I ſtart, p | 
And gnaw the victim with corroding ſmart, * 
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Loft tribunals raiſe, for what ? you'll cry, 
For what? why only my own ſelf to try. 
There I'm the judge, and if you'll b'lieve't, tis true, 
The jury, crimipal,-aud witneſs too; 
Proof againſt bribes I uncorrupted ſit, 
Impartially condemn, or elſe acquit. 
I my own ſentence unrelenting deal, 
And from my court ſupreme there's no appeal. 


Another, 


9 F RE Adam roſe from his primeval clay, 
Ny parents view'd the glorious orb of t 
But as to my own birth, or when or where, 
I quite a ſtranger am, I do declare. 
Clumſy my ſhape, I'm ſure you'll think me queer, 
No head, no neck, waiſt, leg, foot, eye or ear, 
Vet I've a mouth, and ſometimes half a noſe, 
And through that mouth the purple current flows; 
Sometimes I have two hands, ſometimes but one, 
Juſt as the ladies pleaſe, and oft' I've none; 
For they will often deign on me to ſmile, 
Fondle, and treat me kindly for a while; 
At home, abroad, I their commands attend, 
A gentle, warm, diſintereſted friend: 
But ſoon, alas! how cruel and unkind! 
In a dark dungeon I am cloſe confin'd, 
« | Thes: 
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There days, and weeks, nay, and whole months r remainy 


Ere to their favour I'm reſtor'd again, 

Though gaping all thoſe months for food, alas! 
No food is ſuffer d through my mouth to paſs; 
At length they reeollect their humble ſlave, 

And gently draw me from my dreary grave; 
Again careſs'd, nor yet deny d to ſip, 

The balmy nectar, from the ruby lip. 

F never injur'd either health or fame, 

Whate'er your faults, I never bear the blame; 
Thus rolls my fate, with life's great wheel about, 
Sometimes I'm high-in favor, ſometimes out, · 


Another. 


'- ADIES, the taſk were endleſs to relate, 


The mighty deeds I've done in church and late; 


Alike in arts and arms I'm form'd to ſhine, | 

No pen can tell what wond'rous pow'rs are mine, 
But yet [ muſt confeſs my deeds of might, 

Nor are, nor have been, always juſt and richt, 
An haughty lordling over me preſides, 

And at his pleaſure all my motions guides, 
Therefore when bad the act I'm not to blame, 
He bears the guilt, the puniſhment and ſhame, 
Yet to the flames I've oft been firſt conlign'd, 
For aQting, or not acting to his mind. 
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Tve a twin brother, who TUTOR me, 

In all but ſtrength, art and agility; 

But then I own I have been better bred, 

Been better tutor d, and much oft'ner fed; 

Yet ſometimes where I have neglected been, 

He robs me of thoſe pow'rs I glory in; 

Yet we, as brothers ſhould, do well agree, 

I lend him my aſſiſtance, he aids me. 

I have in conſtant pay an armed band, ; 
Who as my mafter chuſes to command, | 

To ſerve, detend, or pleafe him, ready ſtand, 
Take one hint more, the veil you'll ſoon remove, 

The pledge of peace, of friendſhip, faith and love. 


Marvin Noon, Evening and Night, 


Fron oriental ſparkling climes behold, 
The firſt created thing its charms unfold; 
Hail beauteous child of morning, heav'n-born light, 
From thee on ſooty wings flies ancient night; 
Unwilling to depatt be hovers round, 
Till pierc'd by thee with many a ſtreaming wound, 
Thro' weſtern gates he flies to hideous caves, 
And to thy cheerful reign the world he leaves, 
What can keep time with thy bright rapid pace, 
Swifter than thought, when in its ſwiſteſt race, 
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Firſt to our ſight thou ſhew'ſt each object near, 

Then diſtant, and more diſtant views appear; 

Clear, and more clear thoſe views now meet our eyes: 
Woods beyond woods, n arg * 


Now nature's ba frame, all harmony, 
So lately ſhrouded in obſcurity, 
From powerful light a new creation knows, 
And all her new-made charms around ſhe ſhows 5 
Nimbly it paſſes thro' the lonely ſhade, 
And wakes each bird within the gloomy glade z 
Each bird to welcome in the new-born day, 
Stretches his throat, and chaunts an artleſs lay: 


Cynthia too conſcious of her feeble cliarms, 
Flies pale and faint to her Endymion's arms; 
To bluſhing morn reſigns her ſhady reign, 
Nor dares reſiſt, with all her ſparkling train; 
That train, unnumber'd army, conquer d fly, 
All by degrees extinguiſh'd, vanquiſh'd lie; 
The laſt to weſtern climes for life retires, 
Vain flight; for there it fickens and expires, 


Now the day's ruler, from his orient bed, 
In blazing ſplendor lifts his beamy head; 
Streaming forth liquid light from ocear's top, 
While dewy gems his golden locks bedrop; . | 
His glowing ſteeds ſpring from the boundleſs deep, 
And climb with flowing manes the azure ſteep; A 
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From eaſt to weſt he darts his wat'ry ray, 

And pours all o'er the world a flood of day; 

Sports with the riſing waves aſpiring pride, 

And plays, and wantons with the rolling tide 2 
Lightly he dances o'er the ſwelling main ; 

Then rolls a radiant torrent o'er the plain; 

With gilded feet the mountain tops aſcends, 

Then to enamel'd vallies ſwift deſcends ; 

There ev'ry fleeping flow'rs chill'd boſom warms, 
Bids em awake and ſpread their glowing charms j - 
Each flower feels the call, arid each obeys, | 
And opes its boſom to his genial rays. 

Loaded with ſhort-liv'd gems they raiſe theit . 
To view his glories lift their dewy lids, — 8 
With thirſt unquench'd, till eager to devour, 

He ſucks the fragrant breath of ev'ry flow'r. 


The grateful earth offers rich ſacrifice ; 
And ſmoaking clouds of ſweeteſt incenſe riſe, 


But oh! how ſhort the roſy morning's date, 
How ſoon its infant charms ſubmit to fate; 
But this again ſhall riſe, again ſhall reign, 
Forever young, and glad the world again: 

Not ſo ſhall beauty's dying morn decay, 
That, when once . ſhall ſee no eden, 


No Phorbus bids his 1 — fly, 
With flaming wings to the meridian {ky, 
i | Obedient 
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| Obedienit to his nod away they. "EY 
' And far behind 'em leave the leſs'ning ridand; 1 3 
Now mounted high he ſhoots his ſultry beams / 
And burns the plains, and drinks che chryſtal ſtreams, - | 
The fainting flow'rs no more with luſtre ſhine; | 
But droop their heads, and feel a quick decline; 
And the ſame ſun which dreſs'd em out ſo gay, 
Draws all their beauties and het Iveets _ 


"The feeble flocks and herds forkike the IPL 5 4 
And ſeek the limpid fireatn, and waving ſhade ; " HER 
No more thoſe ſhades afford a cool recen. 
Nor their cold nature do the ſtreams poſſeſs; 

The parching ray that withers all the vale, 

Beats on the grove, and breathes a ſultry gale. | 
The labouring {wains their native vigour looſe, wy . 
Each ſlackening nerve its office does refuſe: 
Their feeble arms forget the ſcythe to'wield; 

And with faint ſteps they quit the burning r 

To thickeſt coverts for repoſe repair, 

And reſt vn blooming banks devoid of care. 


1 


But tho? the tender Saas flow” ry n. 
The fervid beams unable to ſuſtain - 
All hang their heads; yet to the ſwelling breaſt, - fi 
Of growing fruits he is a welcome gueſt, _ | 
O'er theſe his ripening warmth he ſheds Pröll, 
And turns the acid to a dulcet juice; BOS » 
Enters with genial rays at ev'ry pore, © —* | 
And fills the cluſt ring grape with luſcious fore | i 
| Y Now 
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Now his bright car he o'er the rivers drives, 

And with one ray calls forth a thouſand lives; 
The inſeQs ſleep n no more in watery cells, 

But ſtretch their limbs, and break their ſlimy ſhells; 
Wak'd from their 00zy beds they tolling creep, 
Then waſh their wings, and flutter o'er the deep; 
In num'rous ſwarms they on the ſurface glide, 
And lightly ſkim down the ſoft rolling tide; 
The finny world below with watchful eye, 

Their thoughtleſs prey to ſeize, all ready lie; 
Then ſwift as thought they ſpring and bear away, 
The heedleſs flutt'rers from their wanton play. 


Juſt ſo frail man amidſt his golden dreams, 

| While buſied with a'thouſand trif ling ſchemes, 
Is ſnatch'd; away by death's impartial hand, 

And trem bling hurried to an unknown land. 


Here binding oſiers as the waters flow, 

Dip their parch'd heads in waving clouds below ; 
While ſunny hills, ſcorch'd plains, and flow'ry meads, 
With wearied ſwains, flocks, herds and fanning ſhades, 
Together headlong plunge, together bathe, 

In liquid, floating, fairy worlds beneath ; 
And Phœbus too the glorious orb of day, 
nnr lay. 


Still the bright ria e who rules on high, 
His tractleſs path cuts thro' the liquid ſky, 


To 
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To weſtern worlds he bends the burning wheels, 
And faint creation milder influence feels; 

Flocks, herds, nor ſwains no more a ſhelter need, 
But leave the ſhade, and ſeek the 6 | 


Now Phoebus looks with a declining eye 
On woods and hills, which at a diſtance lie; 
Each burning hill a little Ætna ſeems, 
Each flaming wood ſhows lighted by his beams, 
While'gilded turrets, and prophetic ſpires, 
Glitter on high, and blaze with harmleſs fires. 


Now his bright ſteeds, juſt ready to retreat, 
On the horizon prance with flaming feet; 
Then down the weſtern hill away they ſweep, 
And fearleſs plunge into the boundleſs deep ; 
He guides the golden reins with glowing hand, 
And rolls the day into another land ; | 
Their radiant manes ſtill wave above the flood, 
Flow on the ſky, and robe with gold each cloud. 


Now gentle evening rears her modeſt head, 
And paints the weſtern ſky all roſy red; 
A train of zephyrs on her ſteps attend, 
While floating miſty clouds unſeen deſcend; 
Thoſe falling dews their raifer's abſence mourn, 
Weep o'er each flow'r, and fink till his return ; 
The ſoft complaint each flow'r with pleaſure hears, 
And drinks with thirſty lips the pearly tears: | 
Ys While 
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While the young zephyrs wanton o'er the vale, 

Each breathing, tho' unheard, a gentle gale ; 

On downy, cooling wings they tightly paſs, 

Play with each flow'r and tremble on the graſs ; 

From ev'ry breathing flow'r rich fragrance ſip, 

Fheir odours ſteal, and kiſs each dewy lip; 

Then ſeal their eyes, and o'er their beauties creep, 

And fan them with their balmy wings to fleep : 

Then riſe, and as they fly perfume the air, 
And the ſtol'n fweets to neighbouring groves they bear. 


Nou diſtant objects leſs'ning diſappear, 
All ſhaveleſs and imperfe& are, tho' near; 
Nature's fair frame can charm the eyes no more, 
And by a generat gloom tis cover'd o'er; 
Now ſickening day fearce lifts her quivering eyes, 
But faints on weſtern hills, and finking dies. 


See night from darkſome caves does now advance, 
While Heſperus leads up the ſtarry dance; 
All in juſt meaſures tread the plain above, 
And to the mufit of the ſpheres they move. 
Now o'er the world, in mournful fables dreſs'd, 
He ſpreads his robe, and warns the world to reſt ; 
His gloomy form now to full ſtature grown, 
With duſty feet he mounts his ſooty throne ; 
With ebony his drowſy head is crown'd, 
His temples with a ſtarry zone are bound ; 
He of the blackeft jet a ſceptre ſways, | 
© Which o'er the weary world he waving plays, 


All 
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All willingly. attend the eaſy god, 

All but ſad philomel obey his nod : 

But ſhe all night her mournful tory tells, 

And with ſoft plaints her downy boſom. ſwells; ; | 
In modeſt ſilence fits tilt darkneſs reigns, | 

And hopeleſs of relief, in penſive ſtrains, _ '_ 

To bub'ling ſtreams, and lonely groves complains, ; 
The ſtreams in pity to her moving tale, 

Their murmurs raiſe, and weep along the vale ; 
The groves in kind compaſſion to her fate, 

In whiſpers ſigh for woes they can't abate; 
From tree to tree the catching ſorrow flies, 
Till all the grove is fill'd with gentle ſighs; 
All pain but hers as in ſoft fetters bound, 

And univerſal ſilence reigns around. 


Cynthia now riſes innocently bright, 35 
Filling her ſilver horn with borrow'd light; 
She looks on gloomy night with eye ſerene, | 
And gloomy night diſplays another ſcene ; 
No more in duſky horrors'is he dreſs'd, 
But drops his ſable for a ſilver veſt ; 
Her glitt'ring canopy, is ſprinkl'd o'er, 
With gems that ſhame the Indias brighteſt ſtore. 
Supreme ſhe ſits admidſt her num rous hoſt, 
And does by fancy's aid raiſe many a ghoſt; 
Like the chimæras of the draining brain 
She paints a mimic world upon the plain; 
With ſable pencil all before her apes, 
And ſtretches out gigantic forms and ſhapes: 2 
8 Y 3 | Thoſe 
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Thoſe empty ſhapes to no fix'd place confin's, 
Dance o'er the mead, yet leave no track behind: 
Then ſteal away and in foft filence glide; | 
And over rivers, vales, and lawns they ſtride. 


The penſive queen o'er ſilence loves to reign, 
And mildly governs alt her trinkling train ; 
Who by their ſparkling luſtre ſeem to try, 
With the refulgent orb of day to vie: | 
But vain their efforts, for tho' now ſo bright, 5 
His beams ſhall quickly drive em from our ſight. 
And with their queen ſhall veil 'em all in light. 


When view'd intently by judicious eyes, 
Lou in my verſe will find an emblem lies: 
For from the cradle, to the filent grave, 
A true reſemblance here of life you have. 


Like ſmiling morning infancy appears, 
Its roſy cheeks bedew'd with pearly tears; 
Then blooming youth like rifing Phœbus glows, 
And beamy rays of beauty round it flows ; 
While ſprightly joys and pleaſures on it wait, 
*Till it arrives at hfe's'meridian height ; 
There in full ſtrength, and vigor does it ſhine, 
But ſinking thence it feels a ſwift decline; 
Then does life's evening ſhew its fady face, 
And caſts a ſhady veil o'er ev'ry grace ; 
Till in black horrors clad, the night of death, 
Shuts their dim eyes, and tops their quiv'ring breath; 


And 
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And lays 'em low, within a diſmal cell, 
There till eternity ſhall dawn, to dwell : 22 
But yet in one reſpe&t unlike they are, : 
Thoſe all their heads again ſhall daily rear; 
Each rolling day ſhall them to life reſtore, | 
Forever young, till time, ſhall be no more: 
But we from our dark cells no more ſhall riſe, 
Till th' eternal dawn unſeals our eyes, 

And the laſt trump calls forth the blazing day, 
Which this fair frame ſhall all in ruins layͤx 
Then we ſhall riſe, when thoſe ſhall all decay. 


Refleflions on the foregoing. 


ND ſhall frail man the creature of RY 


Live when this glorious frame ſhall all decay ; 


Shall man a lump of clay by ſin defac'd, 

| Survive when time ſhall to its period haſte, 

When that vaſt globe of fire which rules on high, 
Drops like a falling meteor from the ſky; 
And that fair moon which ſhines with milder light, 
Shall ſhine no more, nor rule the ſilent night; 
Nor the five others which ftill walk their rounds; 
| Yet never ſtep out of their proper bounds ; 

Nor that innumerable hoſt, which glow 
Around * ſhall their ſparkling luſtre ſhow; 
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But all unhing'd, ſhall with each other claſh, 
And all their giddy heads together daſh ; 
And thoſe harmonious ſpheres ſhall ceaſe to ting, 
In beauteous order to their heay'nly King; | 
Which from the time he taught them firſt to move, 
Did never from the path preſcrib'd them rove ; 
When that pure azure canopy on high, ; 
Like lightning. from a coming God ſhall fly ; : 

e poles too their magnetic virtue loſe, 
And their attractive inſluence refuſe: 7 
The earth no more ſhall on its axis roll, 
Nor take us daily rounds 'tween pole and pole; 
Nor e' er again its long fix'd center know, 
But ſick' ning reel, and totter to and fro; | 
When He who hung the pond'rous globe in air, 
No more ſupports it with paternal care; .} 
No more by his all-pow'rful breath _ d. 8 
Nor to its airy baſis longer chain'd | 
Then all this goodly frame ſhall be diffoly', 
Sun, moon, earth, ſtars together all involv'd 
In general ruin, and each element ; ( 
Shall from long-follow 'd nature's laws diſſent: | 
They all together warring, (each aſails;) 
To reign ſupreme, but fire at length prevails; 
And all around the burning flood devours, 
* 0 er the world u the blazing deluge pours. 
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And from this — wreck ſhall puny man, 
A thing ſcarce worth a name, ** life a ſpan, 
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Shall man who has for countleſs ages lain, 
In native duſt, ariſe and live again? 
Shall all mankind this dreadful ſcene explore, 
Shall all ſurvive when time ſhall be no more? 
Yes all ſhall riſe; but to what different fates ! 
Some that great day to endleſs joys tranſlates ; 
But others, oh! what pen, what tongue can tel!, 
The nameleſs racks midſt which they're doom'd to dwell; 
Thoſe, wrapt in tranſports which no thought can paint, 
Where not one care ſhall thoſe bright tranſports taint, 


Where not one fear, nor pain their joys attend, 
Secure of bliſs well know can never end. 


Not able their ſtrange tortures to ſuſtain, _ 
Shall for annihilation wiſh in vain. 


* 


While theſe poor wretches doom'd to endleſs pain, | ; 


On hearing of the defeat of our Troops at the 
Battle of Val, 1747. 


CoxgurRD again, O fatal, deadly ſound! 

Shall we with laurels never more be crown'd? 
Tho' juſtice does our glitt'ring ſwords unſhield ; - 
And pours our legions o'er the martial field; SY 
Yet our high hopes of conqueſt all are croſs'd; . | 
And battle after battle now is loſt. - | | 
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O 1 v0 pow'rs above, whence ſprings the cauſe, 
"That Britiſh troops, who once with loud applauſe, 
Were wont to quit the purple breathing field, 

Nor knew what twas to puny Gaul to yield, 
O' er bleeding foes all bath'd in crimſon dye 

Still forward preſs d, and ever ſcorn d to fly, 

| Should now not know what blooming laurels are, 
But fink beneath the foe or fly the war ? 5 
Tho army after army now is ſent, 

Till half our bleeding nation's wealth i is ſpent ; 
Tho' with aſſur d ſucceſs each Engliſh heart, 
Beats high, nor fear'd of France the ſtrength, or art; 
Yet theſe high hopes ſad | diſappointments meet ; 
Some fly, ſome fall low at their conqueror's feet ; 
Of flaughter'd ſoldiers heaps on heaps ariſe, 

And dying groans, and prayers pierce the ſkies ; 
The horſe and rider both together ſlain, 
Promiſcuous ſtrew with mangl'd limbs the plain : 
From mingl'd heaps of undiſtinguiſh'd clay, 

A boiling, reeking torrent flows away; 

| Fhe gaping flyices pour a crimſon flood, 

And foreign ſoils are drench'd with Engliſh blood; 
The piercing ſword has loſt its wonted power; 
The whizzing ball forgets how to devour; 
Some unſeen pow'r forbids our arms to kill, 

And baffles all o our prudence, ſtrength, and ſkill. 


Oh! whence this fatal ſource, this baleful ſpring, 
Which clogs with weight unſeen fair viary's wing? 


| Behold 


hold 
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Behold the latent ſpring explor'd to light, 95 
Which clips her wings and ſtops her ſoaring flight ; 9 
Tis our black crimes, a monſtrous full-· grown brood, ' 
That lays the ſoldier weltering in his blood ; 

Tis fin, which makes the once ſtrong ſin s ſhake, 


From that dire fiend our foes their vigour take ; 5 
Ts fin forbids the lifted ſword to ſa r,, ; 
Blunts the keen'edge, and robs it of its prey; | | 
Tis fin miſguides the once unerring ball, | 1 


When death unſeen made ranks on ranks to fall. 


In vain the horſe for battle we prepare ; EE 
In vain the ſoldier's train'd in arts of war; | 
In vain the nations richeſt ſtores are drain'd; | 
In vain unnumber'd armies are maintain'd; 
While *gainſt ourſelves, O cruel management, 
We arm with ſin a foe omnipotent. | | 
Fruitleſs ſhall all our preparations be, a 3 
As were the labours of Penelope: | | 
Whoſe ever-faithful hand each night deſtroy d, 
What the preceding day chat hand employ d; 
Virtuous was this chaſte fair one's nice deceit; . 
Unblameable and innocent the cheat, . | 'þ 


As one hand builds, the other till pulls down; 
lnduſtrious to deſtroy our own renown, 

Far ſchemes we frame with vaſt expence and art, 
Then with our vices ſtab 'em to the hears. 


Ours is a policy before unknown, | ö 


Offended 


* 
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. Offended heav'n with ang y eye ſurveys, 
Our black tranſgreſſions, our corrupted ways; 
Our monſtꝰrous fins to ſuch a height are grown, 
From a juſt God they muſt call vengeance down; 
His laws we trample on, his pow'r deſpiſe, | 
On his great word our wit we exerciſe, 

And flatly tell him to his face, he hes. 

Don't we in ev'ry loathſome vice excel ? 

Don't ev'ry nation's crimes among us dwell? 
From court to cot the hlack contagion's ſpread ; 
. Virtue deſpis'd, with all her train is fled. 

Has not our God us'd ev'ry means o draw, 
Our hearts once more to reverence his law ? 
With fond paternal love light ſtrokes lets fall, 
This long offending nation to recal ; 

But if regardleſs quite we ſtill go on, 

Till patient mercy long abus'd is gone, 

And juſtice takes its place; 'twill be too late, 
To cry to heav'n againſt determin'd fate. 


Long has th' almighty's glittering ſword been whet, 


And all his terrors in array been ſet: 

But mercy ſtill withheld th' uplitted ſword, 

Or hopeleſs woes we had e er now deplor'd: 

At length the blow from that ſtupendous height. 
From th' immortal arm with pond'rous weight, 
Will cruſh us low in pains, no more to-riſe, 
If all his calls we flight, his threats deſpiſe. 

O then in time ward off the threaten'd blow, 
Repent, amend; and fear no pow'rful foe. 
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Defer no more: but let each Briton lay, es 
His hand upon his conſcious heart and ſay, 
What have I done, what crimes have I thrown in 
To the preponderating ſcale of fin, _ 
To weigh my native, ſinking country down; 
Or how provoke th' Almighty's angry frown ? 
And when you once the fatal dart have found, 
Whoſe mortal edge widen'd Britannia's wound; 
With fortitude, fearleſs of preſent ſmart, | 


— 


Draw with unpitying hand the poiſon'd dart, 
Which piere'd thro' your own ſouls your country's heart. 


See at your feet your bleeding parent lies, 
Your aid imploring with uplifted eyes ; 
O then in tender pity lend your hand, 
To raiſe once more your low-fall'n native land; 
Timely conſider then, timely repent, _ MG 
And conqueſt by your crimes no more preveut, 
Nor rend thoſe breaſts which gave you nouriſhment, 
O turn your feet while mercy yet does wait, 
And fave in your own ſouls a ſinking ſtate. 


And you, ye great ones, who in courts preſide, 
Whoſe virtues, or whoſe vices downward glide, 
Till it argives where loweſt meanneſs dwells, . ; 
And taints, or brightens cottages and cells; 
Think how ſevere a puniſhment's your due, 
It boldly you the paths of vice purſue, | 
And by your foul examples lead aſtra r. ; 
The multitude from virtues radiant way, 
And thouſand, thouſand ſouls to fin betray; 
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Who blindly follow the dark rules you ſet, 
Thinking your wiſdom as your fortunes great; 
As are the high, ſo always are the low : 

If thoſe to virtue give a cruel blow, 

Theſe inſtantly the fatal ſtrokes repeat, 

To drive the lovely goddeſs from her ſeat ; 
Till by degrees at length to earth ſhe's cruſh'd, 
Laught at, deſpis'd, and trampl'd low in duſt. 


But if fair virtue's reverenc'd at the helm, 

She ſpreads her beamy rays o'er all the realm; 
The gazing throng with gentle influence draws, 

Till from admiring, they obey her laws. 

Then turn, ye great ones, turn and ſeek to God; 

Mercy may yet withdraw th' uplifted rod. 

No more the paths of vicious pleaſures tread; 
No more be with the fatal madneſs led; | 
Follow fair virtue's ever radiant light, 

Nor let the lovely virgin quit your fight; 

Still let her reign ſupreme within your heart, 
And never from your charming guide depart ; 

Her ſteps purſue, with chearful, vig'rous pace, 

Nor droop, nor tire in the glorious chace; 

If follow'd cloſe ſhe'll a reward beſtow, 

Such as you'll ne'er from vicious pleaſures know; 

Not ſuch rewards are given by fame or wealth, 

The heavenly maid will pay you with herſelf : 

The ſecret, conſcious, ſelf approving mind, 

Will give you joys you can't in pleaſures find, 
Bleſt i in yourſelves, and bleſſings to mankind. 
Then bring by brigkt examples back the croud, 
You have miſled in ſin's pernicious road. 


i 
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O where's Britannia's ttative wirkte fed, 
Whoſe beams our troops to certain coriqueſt led; 
And with freſh laurels ever 'crown'd her head 
Rouſe, Britons, roufe you from this fink of fin, 
This maze of crimes ſo long you've wander d in: e 
Think on the ne er to be forgotten fame, 


Your noble fathers won, then bluſh for ſhare, 
And let their brighit examples you inflame. 


[ 


From court to cot now let us all amend, 
Repent what's paſt, and make our God our friend; 
That God omni potent, whoſe powerful breath, 
Can ſpeak unnumber'd armies into death; 
And when the hoſt goes forth the foe to meet, 
Low let us fall at th' Almighty” s feet, 
Implore his aid, and guard our hearts from fin, 
Nor cheriſh any latent foe within. | 
Then let us meet their pow'rs, devoid of fear, 
Secure of conqueſt, if our God be near. 


To the Memory of the late Rev. and pious 


By SAMUBL BowDpen, of Frome, M. D. 


HO' late, accept che tribute of my lay, 
Ot ſacred ſhade, to thy ſepulchral clay, 


When 


When virtue quits this tranſitory ſtage, 

And nature droops beneath the weight of age, 

All we can do, 1s to preſerve the name 

Of worth from mould'ring, and extend its fame: 

His afhes thus the hero does ſurvive, 

Poets, and annal'd chiefs, ſeem ſtill alive, 

Embalm'd i in ſtory—ſtill their laurels bloom, 
Vnſpoil'd by death, and triumph o'er the tomb. 

Thy virtue, ſenſe, and piety require, 

A ſacred niche in that immortal choir. | 

Thy prayers were fervent, and thy heart ſincere, 

Thy dottrine ſuch as heaven itſelf might hear: 

Honeſt, and juſt, in every act and deed, 

Thy life was {till a comment on thy creed. 

But murmur not, that deſtiny's unkind, 

Or death ſevere—while Syleia $ left behind. | 

Guard her, ye watchful powers! where'er ſhe ſhines, 

Whether ſome rural ſonnet ſhe deſigns, 

Or in the pathlefs wood delights to rove, 

Or with poetic numbers bleſs the grove. 

Guard her ye powers! for ſhe deſerves your care, | 

it virtuous minds can heav'ns protection ſhare. 

Her filial care, prolong'd his mortal ſtage, , 

And ſmooth'd the wrinkles of declining age. 

In dreams of paradiſe he peaceful dy'd, 23 
And felt no pain, with Sylvia by his fide. © * © 
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